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THE SETTLER

THB PARK LANDS

THE clip of a cutting axe flushed a heron from the
bosom of a reedy lake and sent him soaring in

slow spirals until, at the zenith of his flight, he over-

looked a vast champaign. Far to the south a yellow
streak marked the scorched prairies of southern Mani-
toba; eastward and north a spruce forest draped the

land in a mantle of gloom; while to the west the woods
were thrown with a scattering hand over a vast expanse
of rolling prairie. These were the Park Lands of the

Fertile Belt—a beautiful country, rich, fat-soiled, rank
with flowers and herbage, once the hunting-ground of

Cree and Ojibway, but now passed to the sterner race

whose lonely farmsteads were strewn over the face of

the land. These presented a deadly Ukeness. Each
had its log -house, its huge tent of firewood upreared
against next winter's drift, and the same yellow straw-

stacks dotted their fenceless fields. One other thing,

too, they had in common—though this did not lie to

the eye of the heron—a universal mortgage, legacy of

the recent boom, covered all.

At the flap of the great bird's wing a man stepped

I



THE SETTLER

from the timber and stood watching him soar. He was
a tall fellow, lean as a greyhound, flat-flanked, in color

neither dark nor fair. His eyes were deep -set and
looked out from a face that was burned to the color of

a brick. His nose was straight and large, cheeks well

hollowed; the face would have been stem but for the
humor that lurked about the mouth. Taken together,

the man was an excellent specimen of what he was—

a

young American of the settler type.

"Gone plumb out of sight," he muttered, rubbing his

dazzled eyes. "An' he wasn't no spring chicken. Time
to feed, I reckon."

A few steps carried him to his team, a rangy yoke of

steers which were tied in the shade. Having fed them,
he returned to his work and chopped steadily until,

towards evening, his wagon was loaded with poplar
rails. Then hitching, he mounted his load and "haw-
ed" and "geed" his way through the forest. As he
came out on the open prairie the metallic rattle of a
mower travelled down the wind. Stopping, he Ustened,

while a shadow deepened his tan.
" Comes from Morrill's big slough," he muttered, whip-

ping up the oxen. "Who'll it be?"
Morrill, his near neighbor, was sick in bed, and the

rattle could only mean that some one was trespassing

on his hay rights—or rather the privilege which he
claimed as such— for trespass such as he suspected

was simply the outward sign of a change in the settle-

ment's condition. In the beginning the first -comers
had found an abundance of natural fodder growing in

the sloughs, where, for lack of a water-shed, the spring

thaws stored flood-waters. There was plenty then for

all. But with thicker settlement anarchy ensued. New
neighbors grabbed sloughs on unsettled lands, which
old-timers jad sealed to themselves, and so forced them



THE PARK lANDS

to steal from one another. Morrill and the man on
the wagon had "hayed" together for the last three
seasons, which fact explained the significance he at-
tached to the rattle of the aUen mower.

"It's Hines!" he muttered when, five minutes later,
he sighted the mower from the crown of a roll. "The
son of a gun!"
The man was running the first swath around a mile-

long slough which lay in the trough of two great rolls.

It was a pretty piece of hay, thick, rank, and so long
that one might have tied two spears together across a
horse's back. Indeed, when the settler rattled down
the bank and stopped his oxen they were hidden to
the horns, which fact accounted for Hines not seeing
them until his team brought against the load.

"Hullo!" he cried, startled. "Didn't expect to see
you, Carter!"

"Don't reckon you did,"the settler replied. The shadow
was now gone from his face. Cool, cheerful, unconcerned,
he sat in the mower's path, swinging an easy leg.

Hines gave him an uneasy glance. "Been cutting
poles?" he asked, affecting nonchalance.

"Yes. Corral needed raising a couple of rails," Car-
ter carelessly answered.

Encouraged, Hines made an observation about the
crops which the other answered, and so the talk drifted
on until Hines, feeling that he hp.d established a footing,
said, "Well, I must be moving." But as he backed
his horses to drive around, the steers lurched forward
and again blocked the way.

"Pretty cut of hay this." Carter ignored the other's
savage glance. "Ought to turn Morrill thirty tons,
don't you reckon ?"

Hines shufHed imeasily in the mower seat. "I didn't
allow," he growled, "as Morrill would want hay this year ?"

i



THE SETTLER

"No?" The monosyllable was subtly sarcastic.

Hines flushed. "What kin a dead man do with

hay?" he snarled.

"Is Morrill dead?"

"No! But Doc Ellis tol' me at Stinkin' "Water as he

couldn't live through winter." He almost yelled it;

opposition was galling his savage temper.

"So you thought you'd beat the funeral?" Carter

jeered. "Savin' man I Well—^he ain't dead ., ct ?"

The challenge was unmistakable. But though brutal,

ferocious as a wolf, Hines shared the animal's preferences

for an easy prey. Comer him and he would turn, snarl-

ing, but his was the temper which takes no chances with

an equal force. Now he lived up to his tradition. Vi-

ciously setting his teeth, he awaited the other's action.

But Carter was in no hurry. Leaning back on his

load, he sprawled at ease, turning his eyes to the fathom-

less vault above. Time crept on. The oxen ceased

puffing and cropped the grass about them, the horses

switched impatience of the flies. The sun dropped and
hung like a split orange athwart the horizon, the hollows

blued with shadows, which presently climbed the knolls

and extinguished their golden lights. Soon the last red

ray kindled the forest, silver specks dusted the darken-

ing sky, only the west blvhed with the afterglow.

Hines tired first. "Quittiug-time," he growled, back-

ing his horses.

"Took you a long time to find it out," Carter drawled,

giving the words a significance the other had not intend-

ed. "But grace is always waiting for the sinner. So

long! But say!" he called after the disappearing figure,

"if you hear any one inquiring after this slough, you can

tell them as Morrill's goin' to cut it to-morrow."

Whipping up his oxen, he swun^ up the bank and
headed south on Morrill's hay trail. Fresh from their

4



THE PARK LANDS
rest, the steers stepped out to a lively rattling of chains
and m a quarter of an hour stopped of their own voUtion
before his cabin.

As Carter entered, the sick man leaned on his elbow
and looked up at his magnificent inches: he loomed
like a g: nt in the gloom of the cabin. There was envym the glance but no spite. It was the look the sick
bestow on the rudely healthy. For Carter's physique
was a constant reminder to Morrill of his own lost
strength—he had been a college athlete, strong and
weU set-up, the kind of man to whom women render
the homage of a second lingering glance. Three years
ago, inherited lung trouble had driven him from the
Eastern city in which he had laid the foundation of a
pretty law practice, but the dry air and open life of the
central plains had not checke' the ravages of the
disease. Still, though but the wraith of his former self,
he had kept a brave face, and now he cheerfully an-
swered Carter's greeting.

"Cast your eye over this," he said, holding out an
open letter. "It's from my sister Helen."
Handling it as tenderly as though it were a feather

from the wing of love. Carter held the letter to the lamp.
It was written in a small, feminine hand which took all
manner of flourishes unto itself as it ran along the Unes.
Carter regarded them with a look in which stuprise
straggled with respect. "Oh, shorel" he laughed at
last. "Them curly cues is mighty pretty, Bert, but it

'

would take too long for me to cipher 'em out. What's
it all about?"

"She's coming out. Arrives in Lone Tree day afte»
to-morrow."

"Phewl" Carter whistled. "Short notice."
He thoughtfully stroked his chin. Lone Tree lay

sixty miles to the south and the Eastern mail-train came
S
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in at noon. But this was not the cause of his wony.

His ponies could cover the distance within the time.

But \here was Hines. If he did not try the slough,

others might. Morrill mistook his silence.

"I hTtlto ask you to go/' he said, hesitatmgly.

"You've done so much for me." ,,^. *

••Donenothing.-thebig man laughed. "Twasn tthat.

Tes" now I warned Hines off that big slough o yours,

an- 1 intended to begin cutting it to-morrow morning.

MorriU impulsively extended his hand. You re a

eood fellow, Carter." .

•Shucksl" the other laughed. "Ain't we two the

only Yanks in thes6 parts? But sayl wont she find

^'^MorriU 'glanced discontentedly at the log waUs, the

soap-boxes which served for seats the home-made .^.
and the peg ladder that led to the loft ab°^«- Three

years' hi^d work had rubbed the romance from h^s

rough surroundings, but he remembered that it had

Zl been there. "Oh, I don't know." he answered

"She'll Uke it. Has aU the romantic notions about

keeping home in a log-house, you see."

"Never had 'em." the other mused, "though mebbe

that was on account of being bon) m one. Whats

''^tl'^ZTL father's dead I'm aU the kin she's

eot He didn't leave anything worth mentiomng, so

Helen has to choose between a place in a store and

keeping house for me. But sayl your teams moving!

Don't tell her I'm sick." he called, as Carter rushed for the

door ' ' She'd worry, and think I was worse than I am.

"Couldn't very well," Carter muttered, as he ran

after his team. "No, she really couldn't,' he repeated,

as he caught up and cUmbed upon his load. Poor

chap!—An' poor little girl!"

6
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A DBPUTATIOM

FiFTY miles in a day is big travel in the East, yet a
team of northern ponies will, if the load be light, run

it on three legs. The fourth, unless cinched with a Idck-
ing-strap, is likely to be in the buck-board half the time;
but if the driver is good at dodging he need not use a strap.

Startin',' next morning at sunrise. Carter ran through
the settlements, fed at the mission in the valley of the
Assiniboin at noon, then, climbing out, he rattled
south through the arid plains which cumber the earth
from the river to Beaver Creek. There Vickery, the
keeper of the stopping-house, yelled to him to put in
and feed. He had not seen a man for two weeks, and
his wells of speech were full to overflowing. But Carter
shook denial. Far off a dark smudge rose from tmder
the edge of the worid—the smoke of the express, he
thought. One would have believed it within a dozen
miles, yet when, an hour later, he rattled into Lone
Tree, it seemed no nearer than when first it impinged
on the quivering horizon. This appearance, however,
was deceptive as the first, for he had scarcely unhitched
at the livery before an engine and two toy cars stole
out from under the smudge.

"General manager's private car," the station agent
answered Carter's inquiry. "The old man lays over
here to talk with a deputation. It's over at the hotel
now, feeding and liquoring up."

7



THE SETTLER

"The old gfrievance?" Carter asked.

The agent nodded. "That and others. They say

we're coining their flesh and blood You should hear

old man Cummings orate on that. And they accuse

us of exacting forty bushels of wheat out of every hun-

dred we tote out to the seaboard."

"Wheat at forty-five, freight to Montreal at twenty-

seven?" Carter mused. "Don't that pretty near size

it, Hooper?" .„,,.,
"Is that our fault?" the agent ruffled, hke an irate

gobbler.
" Did we freeze their wheat ? Sound grain is

worth sixty-eight, and if they will farm at the north pole

they must expect to get frozen." ,„/,...
"And if you will railroad at the north pole, Carter

suggested, "you ought to
—

"

^ . . i
"Get all that's coming to us," the agent fimshed.

"But we don't. Our lira runs through fifteen hundred

miles of country that uon't pay for axle-grease. We

must make running expenses, and ought to pay a rea-

sonable interest to our stockholders, though we haven t

yet The settled lands have to bear hauling charges

on the unsettled. But these fellows don't see our side

of it. Where would they be without the Une, anyway?

Now answer me that, Carter."

"Back East, landless, homeless, choring for sixteen a

month an' board," Carter slowly answered. "I'm not

bucking your railroad. Hooper. But here's the point—

your people and the government sent out all sorts of

lying Uterature an' filled these fellows with the idea

that they were going to get rich quick; whereas this is

a poor man's country an' will be for a generation to

come. Five generations of farmers couldn't have bmlt

this Une which one generation must pay for. There's

the point. They've clapped a mortgage an a fifteen-

hwdred-mile handicap on their future, ftn* the interest

8



A DEPUTATION

is going to bear their noses hard down on the grindstone.
They'll make a living, but they ain't going f "-ave much
of a time. Their children's children will reup the profit
off their sweat."

"No," the agent profanely agreed, "they ain't going
to have a hell of a ume." Having spent his mature
years in one contir luus wrangle over freights and rates,

it was positively disconcerting to find a farmer who
rould appreciate the necessities of railroad economics,
and after a thoughtful pause the agent said, "You ain't
so slow—for a farmer."

"Thank you," Carter gravely answered. "Some day,
if I'm good, I may rise to the heights of railroading."

The agent grinned appreciatively. "Coming back to
the deputation, these fellows might as wrell tackle a
grizzly as the old man. There's not enough of you to
supply grease for a freight-train's wheels."

"Oh, I don't know," Carter gently murmured.
Ten minutes ago the agent would have hotly proved

his point; now he replied, quite mildly: "If you think
different, tag on to the deputation. Here it comes, all

het-up with wrongs and whiskey."

"There's Bill Cummings!" Carter indicated an elderly
man, very white of beard, very red of face, and trans-
parently innocent in expression.

"He's bell-wether," the agent said, grinning. Then,
as the approaching locomotive blew two sharp blasts,

he added, "Blamed if the old man won't make mutton
of the entire flock if they don't clear out of the way!"
A quick scattering averted the catastrophe while in-

creasing the heat of the deputation. Very much dis-

rumpled, it filed into the car, with Carter tagging on
behind.

The general manager, who was smoking by an o*-' •

window, tossed out his cigar as he rose. Not

9



THE SETTLER

nun, power yet expressed itself in every movement of

his thick-set body; it lurked in his keen gray glance;

was given off like electrical energy in his few crisp words

of welcome. From the eyes, placed well apart in the

massive head, to the strong jaw his every feature ex-

pressed ' 'S graduation in the mastcrsh'o of men; told

eloquen of his wonderful record, his triumphs over

man and nature. Beginning a section hand, he had

filled almost every position in the gift of his road, driv-

ing spikes in eariy days with the same expertness he

now evidenced in directing its enormous affairs—the

road which had sprung from his own fertile imagina-

tion; the road which, from nothing, he had called into

being. Where others had only discerned mountains,

gulfs, cations, trackless forest, he had seen a great trunk

linf with a hundred feeders— mills, mines, factories,

farms, and steamships plying to the Orient for trade.

And because his was the faith that moves mountains,

the magnificent dream had taken form in wood and

iron.
. . ^^,

Purblind to all but their own interests, the settlers

saw only the proximate result of that mighty travail—

the palace-car with its luxurious fittings.

"We pay for this," Carter's neighbor growled.

' My, but I'd like his job ["another whispered. |'Noth-

ing to do but si;, there and dictate a few letters."

A third gave the figures of the manager's salary, while

a fourth added that it was screwed out of the farmers.

So they muttered their private envy while Cummings

voiced their public grievance. When surveys were run

for the trunk Une, settlers had swarmed m, pre-empting

land on either side of the right of way, and when, to

avoid certain engineering problems, the surveyb were

shifted south, they found themselves from fifty to sixty

miles from a market. A branch had been promised—

10



A DEPUTATION

"When Mttlement and traffic justify it." The man-
ager cut the oration short.

He had listened quietly while Cumraings talked of
rights, lawsuits, and government intervention; now he
launched his ultimatum on the following silence : "Gen-
tlemen, our road is not run for fun, but profit, and
though we should very much Uke to accommodate you,
it is impossible under the circumstances. I am pleased
to have met you, and "—the comers of the firm mouth
twitched ever so slightly—"and I shall be pleased to
meet you again when you can advance something more
to our advantage than costs and suits. I bid you good-
day."

Business-like, terse, devoid of feeling, the laconic an-
swer „oted upon the deputation like a blow in the face.

Cummings actually recoiled, and his expression of sheep-
'ce surprise, baffled wonder, innocent anger set Car-
er chuckling. He was still smiling as he shouldered
'orward.

"A minute, please."

The manager glanced at his watch. "I can't spare
you much more."

"I won't need it," Carter answered, and so took up
the case.

Humorously allowing that Cummings had stepped off

with the wrong foot, that he and his fellows had no case
in law. Carter went on, in short, crisp sentences, to give
the number of settlers on the old survey, the acreage
under cultivation and of newly broken ground, the
lumbering outlook in the spruce forests north of the
Park Lands, the number of tyo-camps already there
established, finishing with a brief description of the rich

cattle country the proposed line would tap.

Ten minutes had added themselves to the first while
he was talking, but the manager's gray glance had

II



THE SETTLER:

evinced no impatience. "Now," he commented, "we
have something to go on. The settlements alone would
not justify us in building, but with the lumber—and
colonization prospects—" He mused a while, then, after
expressing regrets for the haste that called him away, he
said, "But if you will put all this and other information
into writing, Mr. Carter, I'll see what we can do."
"He's big, the old man." Nodding at the black trail

of smoke, the %ent thus commented on his superior five
minutes later. Then, indicating the deputation which
was making its jubilant way back to the clapboard ho-
tel, he said, "They ain't giving you all the credit, are
they?"

Shrugging at the last remark. Carter answered the
first. " He's a big man, shorely. But, bless you "—he
flipped a thumb at the delegation—"they don't see it.

Any of 'em is willing to allow that the manager has had
chances that didn't fly by his particular roost—just as
though the same opportunity hadn't been tweaking him
by th-i nose this last twenty years. There it lay, loose,
loose enough for people to break their shins on, till this
particular man picked it up. He's big. Puts me in
mind of them robber barons you read of in history.
Big, powerful chaps, who trod down everything that
came in their own way while dealing out a rough sort
of justice. There's a crowd "—he looked at the agent
interrogatively—"that haven't had what's coming to
them. In their times moral suasion, as the parsons call
it, hadn't been invented and folks were a heap blooded.
A little bleeding once in a while kept down the tempera-
ture, and I've always allowed that the barons prevented
a sight more murder than they did." Then, nailing his
point, he finished: "The historians fixed a cold deck for
them Uke the one they'll deal this general manager.
But you can't stop the world. She waggles in spite of

m^iiM
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them and if,« the big men that make her go. But
there! I mus. eat. What does your ticker say of the
express.'

"Half an hour late. You'll just have nice time."And as he watched the tall figure swinging across the
tracks the agent gave words to a thought that waseven then m the general manager's mind—"There's a
division superintendent going to s-eed on a farm."
Havmg made up ten minutes, however, the train

rolled m while Carter was still at dinner, and as—forsome motive too subtle for even his own definition—hehad not mentioned her coming, Miss Helen Morrill hadbecome a subject of bashful curiosity to assembled Lone
Iree before he came dashing across the tracks. Aparttrom his size, sunburn, and certain intelligence of ex-
pression, there was really nothing to distinguish this
particular young man from the people who, at home
were not on her visiting-list, and if polite the girt turned
rather a cold ear to a magnificently evolved and smooth-
ly told set of lies as he escorted her over to the hotelMomll was busy with the hay, and as he. Carter had tocome to toyn for a mower casting he had agreed to bring
her out. Her brother was well! A bit dehcatei He
dare not raise her hopes too high. Oh, he'd pull through!
1 his clear northern air—and so forth.
That clear northern air! Glowing with color, infinite

flat, the praines basked under the afternoon sun From
tne car windows the girt had seen them unfolding- the
great screeds of God on which he had written his won-
ders. Now nothing interposed between her and their
vast expanse. Swimming in lambent light they reached
out through the quivering distance till merged with the
turquoise sky. After she had dined. Carter showed her
from the hotel veranda, the train from which she had
dismounted, no larger than a toy, puffing defiance at a
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receding horizon. Other things he told her—curious facts,

strange happenings drawled forth easily with touches of

humor that kept her interested and laughing. Not until

the moon's magic translated the prairie's golden sheen
to ashes, and she unconsciously offered her hand as she

rose to retire, did she realize how completely she had
cancelled her first impression.

It was then that Lone Tree closed in on Carter with
invitations to drink and requests for verification of a
theory that the northern settlement was ;,preading itself

on educational Unes. "She's a right smart-looking girl,"

said the store-keeper, its principal exponent, "and Silver

Creek is surely going to turn out some scholars."

But he clucked his sympathy when he heard the

truth. "An' you say he's having hemerrages? Shore,

shore! Here, come over to the store. That girl don't

look Uke she'd been raised on sow-belly, an' sick folks is

mighty picky in their eating."

So, by moonlight, the buck-board was loaded up with
jams, jeUies, fruits, and meats, the best in stock and of

fabulous value at frontier prices. While the evil deed
was being perpetrated neither man looked at the other.

The store - keeper cloaked his villany by learned dis-

course of freight rates, while Carter spoke indifferently

of crops. Only the parting hand-shake revealed each
conspirator to the other.
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TO make Plynn's for noon,
preceding evening,

Carter had said the
=, "we shall have to be early

on the trail." And there was approbation in his glance
when he found Helen Morrill waiting upon the veranda.
"What pretty ponies!" she exclaimed, quickly adding

"Are they—tame?"
"Regular sheep," he reassured her.
However, she still dubiously eyed the "sheep," which

were pawing the high heavens in beliance of their pacific
character, until, catching the humorous twinkle in Car-
ter's eye, she saw that he was gauging her courage.
Then she stepped in. As they felt her weight the ponies
plunged out and raced off down the trail; but Carter's
arm eased her back to her seat, and w'-'n, flushed and
just a little trembling, she was able tc ok back Lone
Tree lay far behind, its grain-sheds looking for all the
world hke red Noah's arks on a yellow carpet. Over
them, but beyond the horizon, hung a black smudge
mark ' f a distant freight-train. Wondering if one ever
lost sight of things in this country of distances, she
turned back to the ponies, which had now found a
legitimate outlet for their energies, and were knocking
off the miles at ten to the hour.

Carter drew a loose rein, but she noticed that even
when talking he kept the team in the tail of his eye.
"Yes," he answered her question, "that Devil horse

IS
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will lx;ar watching, and Death, the mare, is just about
as sudden. Why did I name her that?" He twinkled
dowi upon her. "You m,ghtn't feel compUmented if
I told.

"Well—if I must," he drawled when she pressed the
question. "You see there's two things that can getaway with a right smart man—death and woman. So,
being a female—there! I told you that you wouldn't be
complimented."

"Oh, I don't mind," she laughed. "Like curses,
slights on my sex come home to roost, Mr. Carter
You are not dead yet."
"Nor married," he retorted.
This morning they had taken up their acquaintance-

ship where it was laid down the night before, but now
something in his manner—it was not freedom; assurance
would better describe it—caused a reversion to her first
coldness.

"Doubtless," she sfjd, with condescension, "some
good girl will take pity on you."
He looked squarely in aer eyes. "Mebbe— though

the country isn't overstotked. Still, they've been com-
ing in some of late."

The suddennes.' of it made her gasp. How dare he ?
Even if he had been a man of her own stati"; i ! Tuming
she looked ofiF and away, giving him a cold, if pi<;tty'
shoulder, till instinct told her that he was making good
use of his opportunities. But when she turned back
he was discreetly eying the ponies, apparently lost in
thought.

His preoccupation permitted minute study, and in
five minutes she had memorized his every feature, from
the clean profile to the strong chin and humorouo mouth.A clean, wholesome face she thought it. She failed
however, to classify him- for, despite his homely speech,'
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he simply would not fit in with the butchers, bakersand candle-stick makers of her limited experience. One'thing she felt and that very vividly: he was not to besnubbed or slighted. So—
';Do we follow the railroad much farther?" she askedA smart mile," he answered. Then, with a sidelone

g;lance at the space between them, he added, "I wouldn't
sit on the rail."

^^•| Thank you," she said, coldly. "I'm quite comfort-

"Tastes differ," he genially commented. Then, stretch-
ing his whip, he added, "See that wolf I"

In a flash she abolished the space. "Oh, where? Will
he—follow us ?"

'•Mebbe not," he said, adding, as he noticed a dispo-
ation on her part to edge out, "But he shorely looks

It was only a coyote, and afterwards she could never
recall the episode without a blush, but the fact remains
that while the gnzzled apparition crowned a roll shethrew dignity overboard and clung to Carter. It' was
well too, that she did, for more from deviltry than fear
ot the gray shadow the ponies just then bolted
Ensued a minute of dust, wind, bumpir.^s; thenwthout any attempt to check their speed. Carter got

the mad little brutes back to the trail. Several furious
miles had passed before, answering a gasping question
as to whether he couldn't stop them, that imperturbable
driver said:

'I ain't trying very aard. They're going our wayand we ve got to hit this trail some licks to make Flynn'sby noon. He's the first setti- north of the valley
"

They did hit it some "li, One after another the
yellow miles slid beneath th, :.-boa.d, deadly in their
sameness. W u the exception of that lone coyote they
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MW no Bfe. Right and left the tawny prairies reached
out to the indefinite horizon; neither cabin nor farm-
stead broke their sweep; save where the dark growths
of the Assiniboin Valley drew a dull line to the north

1; uV^°^°^ ''°^°' '^^'^^ *hat great monochrome. Just

.,! i^i,f^
"^^ *° ^^^ ^^"=y Carter dashed arcnind

the Red River cart of a Cree squaw. Shortly after theycame on her lord driving industrious heels into the ribs
of a ragged pony. Then the trail shot through a bluff—
rugged, nven. buttressed with tall headlands to whose
scarred sides dark woods clung, the mile-wide valley lav
before them. Up from its depths rose the cry of a bell
Clear silvery resonant, it flowed with the stream,
echoed in dark ravines, filled the air with its rippling
music. °

"Catholic mission." Carter said, and as he spoke the
ponies plunged after the trail which fell at an angle of
forty-five into a black ravine. The girl felt as though
the earth had dropped from under, then, bumpi the
wheels struck and went slithering and ricochettingamong the ruts and bowlders. A furious burst down
the last slopes and they were galloping out on the bot-
tom-lands.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, regaining breath. "What reck-
lcSStl6SS 1

"Now do you really call that reckless.?" His mild
surprise would have been convincing but for the wicked
twmkle.

"Of course-I do," she said, choking with fright and
indignation. "I believe-you did it on purpose "

Well, well." He shook a sorrowful head. "And to
think I shouldn't have knowed it! Look out'"
They had swung by the log mission with the black-

robed pnest in the door, circled the ruins of a HudsonBay fort, and now the Assiniboin Ford had suddenly
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^n^^'" *''""• ^^"^ ^^' ^y mountain streams, thenver poured a yeasty flood, over the ford, a roaringterror of sw.ft waters. While the girl caught her breath

t"7
were .„ to the hubs, the thills; then the greenwaters hcked up through the buck-board staves Halfwadmg, half swimming, the ponies were held to the

smooth T"T ^^ 'Y master-hand. On either s de

nf .'n. i'"°"o'''
^"""^ ^°^" '° dangerous cur-rents, and, reachmg. Carter flicked one with his whip.

Cree Injun drowned there last flood "

A moment later he turned the ponies sharply uo-stream and told of two settlers who had linger^ a sec-ond too long on that turn. Indeed, it seemed to Helenas though each race, every eddy, perpetuated the mem-ory of some unfortunate. She sighed her relief whenwith a rush the pomes took them up the bank, out ofthe roar and swirl, mto the shade of a ravine
Glancmg up, she caught Carter regarding her withsenous admiration. "You'll do," he said. Then^he

realized that this man, whom she had been trying to
classify ^th her city tradesmen, had been trying herout according to his standards. The thought broughtsudden confusion. She blushed. But with ready tiehe turned and kept up a rapid fire of comment on thecountry through which they were passing till she re!covered her composure.
For they were now in the Park Lands, the antithesis

of the and plains on the other side of the river. Flower-
bespangled, dotted with clump poplar, retaining in

r^uf^
suggestion of spring's verdure, the prairies

rolled off and away m long earth billows. Everywhere
rank herbage bowed in sunlit waves under the windWT i.^'«

'\''' °^ "^'- ^^'^ ^" ^"^ sp«ng from
behind a bluff. A band of jumping deer followed him
over the horizon. There a covey of prairie-chickens rose
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on whirring wing; a fox grinned at them from the crest
of a sand-hill. A rich country, the giri was remarking
on the lack of settlers when Carter extended his whip.

"There's the first of them. That's Flynn's place.''
Speeding through the enormous grain-fields west of

Wmnipeg, Helen had seen from the cars solitary cabins
of frame or sod, pinned down, as it were, in the exact
centre of a carpet of wheat, emphasizing with their lone-
Uness that vastness about them. But this was different,
more homelike, if quite as strange. Built of hewn logs
and hme-washed, Flynn's house nestled with its stables
and out - buildings under the wing of a poplar bluff.
Around it, of course, stretched the wheat; but here it
was merely an oasis, a bright shoal in the sea of brown
that flowed on to a distant dark line, the spruce forests
of the Riding Mountains.
Bathed in sunshine, with cattle wandering at will,

knee-deep in pasture, it made a beautiful picture. The
giri came under its spell. She felt the freedom, the
witchery of those sun-washed spaces; their silenceo,
whispers, cloud-shadows, the infinity which broods upon
them.

"Is our place Uke this?' sne asked.

^^
"Prettier." Carter indicated the distant forest line.

"We are close in to the bush and the country is broken
up into woodland, lake, and rolling prairie."
"Then I can be happy," she sighed.
Quickly averting his eyes that their sympathy might

not dampen her mood, he drew her attention to a man
who was cutting green fodder on the far side of the
wheat-field.

"There's Flynn."
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THE COYOTE SNAPS

A TALL Irishman of the gaunt Tipperary breed,
Flynn straightened as Carter reined in, and thrust

out a mighty paw. ' Ye're welcome, ma'am; an' ye™vecome m season, for the woman's just called to dinner.
Just dnve on an' unhitch before the door."
"Yes, it's a fine stand of wheat."

JValking beside them, he replied to Carter's comment:.

A^!fT\, ^ ' t ^"°J^^
'^""^ *° "P^" ^^°'^ the frost."A wistful shade clouded his face, extinguished the mer-

cunal twinkle m his eye. "It '11 freeze, shure " The
accent on the last syllable was pitiable, for it told of lone
waiting hope deferred, labor ill-requited. It was the
voice of one who bolsters himself that the stroke of
fate may not utterly kill, who slays expectation lest itbetray him. Yet in its pessimism dead hope breathed
Yes, It 11 freeze." Flynn assured the malicious fates.At close range the house was .lot nearly so picturesqueA motley of implements strewed the yard : ploughs har-

rows, rakes, a red-and-green binder, all resting hap-hazardamong a htter of chips, half-hewn logs, and other debrisThe stables were hidden by huge manure piles. The
place lacked every element of the order one sees on antastem farm-noted in the necessary disorder of new-
ness. 1- lynn s generation were too busy making farms •

tidiness would come with the next.
Not reaUzing this, Helen was drawing unfavorable

-•^•ar-*' a I .^-
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parallels from the pervading squalor, when Mrs. Plynn,
who was simply Flynn in petticoats, came bustling out
with welcomes. Miss Morrill must come right in! It

was that long since she, Mrs. Flynn, had set eyes on a
woman's face that she had almost forgotten what they
looked Uke!

"An' you that fond av your glass, mother?" Flynn
teased.

"Glass, ye say?" Mrs. Flynn retorted. "Sure an'

'twas yerself that smashed it three months ago. It's

the bottom av a milk-pan he's been shaving in ever
since, my dear," she added.

Flynn winked. 'An' let me advise you. Carter. If

ivir ye marry, don't have a glass in the house an' ye'H
be able to see ye'self in ivery tin."

Out at the stable the merriment died from his face,

and facing Carter he asked: "Phwat's up between ye
and Hines ? i was taking dinner with Bender yesterday,
an' while we was eating along came Hines.

"'There's a man,' he says, spaking to Bender av you.
'There's a man! big, impident, strong. Ye're no chicken,
Bender, but ye couldn't put that fellow's shoulders to
the ground.' I'm not needing to tell you the effect on
Bender?" Flynn finished.

Carter nodded. He knew the man. Big, burly, bru-
tal, Bender was a natural product of the lumber-
camps in which he had lived a Ufe that was little more
than a calender of "scraps." Starting in at eighteen
on the Mattawa, he had fought his way to the head of

its many camps, then passed to the Michigan woods and
attained the kingship there. He lived rather than loved

to fight. But, though in the northern settlements Carter
was the only man who approximated the lumberman's
difficult standard in courage and inches, so far fate had
denied him cause of quarrel.
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"The coyotel" Flynn exclaimed, when Carter had
told of Hines's attempt on Morrill'R hay-slough. "An*
him sick in bed, poor man. I wouldn't wipe me feet on
Hines's dirty rag av a soul. But he's made ye some
mischief. 'Ye're a liar, Hinesl' Bender growls. 'lean
lick him er any other man betwixt this an' the Rockies.'
"Hines didn't like the lie, but he gulped it. 'Talk's

cheap,' he snarls.

'"Carter's a good neighbor,' Bender answers. ' But if
he give3 me a cause

—

'

'"A causef Hines cackles, laughing. 'Why, him au'
Morrill hav-j grabbed all the best hay in Silver Creek an'
defy anny man to touch it. Run your mower into their
big slough an' ye'U have cause enough.'
"That made Bender hot. 'I'll do it!' he roars, 'this

very day.' But," Flynn finished, "he had to run out to
the blacksmith's to fix his mower sickle, so he won't get
out till to-morrow morning."

"If ye need anny help—" he said, tentatively, as Car-
ter pondered with frowning brow. Then, catching the
other's eye, he hastily added: "Ye'U pardon me! But
Bender's a terr'ble fighter!"

His alarm was so palpable that Carter laughed.
"I.»on't bother," he said. "I'm not going to roll, bite,
chew, or gouge with Bender."
"Look here!" Flynn interposed, with additional alarm.

"Ye'U not be after making anny gun-plays? This is

Canada, ye'U mind, where they hang folks mighty easy."
Carter laughed again. "There won't be any fight.

Listen!"

And Flynn did Usten. As he grasped the other's
meaning, his face cleart md his hearty laugh carried
to the house where Helen was making the acquaintance
of the smaller Flynns. Six in number, bare-legged, and
astonishingly regular in gradation, they scampered like
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^.?T ^^u^"' '"'* ^'^ ^^"'^ the cotton partitionthat divided bedroom from kitchen. For a while tCwere quiet then Helen became aware of aTrrent of.tealthy talk underilowing Mrs. Flynn's volubU^tT
Am't her waist small?"

'

Like them mother puts on to meetin'?"
Shorel"

wh'm^Utherlii"''* "'^- """''^^ "-'^ •'-*»

riri ^h™.il!*> y'^K^^J P«"y ?" This sounded like aprl though It was hard to decide, for all wore a single
sexless garment. *
"Bet you it ain't all her'n. Dad says as them citv

S^^,**"^' ""*• ""fortunately for him. the remarksailed out on a pause in his mother's comment.

••Cot'right £e.""'""'''
""^^'"^ ''''°'^''^'» h-'»»-

He came slowly, suspiciously, then, divining from his

heTal' W ''f r"^^^ °' '^'^ ="'^«' »>« d'vedTndther arm. shot out-doors, and was lost in the wheat. Afterhim. a cataract of bare limbs, poured the others all es-

^dTeId"t\°"%?"" ^"! "'•°'» "^'«" caught, kissed,

^r Carterr'" '".^'""« "^""-^^S^ ""«'• after din:ner. Carter drove round to the door

fortv mS ^r!'^^^'^
'"'''^ ^^'^^y ^" h°"^ after their

fo™Z r^i^u" P°"'"' ''P'^'^<^ 'h« morning's per-formance, to the horror of Mrs. Flynn; then, as though

[h!v""f.!'fi'^^^
'^"^ '^""^ ^" t'^-^ refutation^eS

J^L y f^" '° ^ ^^^^'ly J°g-^ ^Wch respect

not. !lf ttv '^° "^^^ '^°"*™* *° ^'t and take silent

riSlr^rc vr.*'^'*"
^^'^h "°^ "'^^u^'^d at regular

intervals, while Carter was perfecting his plan forthe
»4
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discomfiture of the warlike Bender. Slough, lake, wood-
land, farm passed in slow aid silent procession. Oncehe roused to answer her comment as they rattled bysome Indian graves that crowned a knoll.

^
To keep the coyotes from robbing the resurrection."

he explained the poplar poles that roofed in the gravesHe spoke again when the buck-board ran in among a

O a n, n'""°"'
"""1 P'"""' ^''°"' '^^'^'^ »»>* height

nl ,,*, '"*^"Pt'°n''='"'. they loomed, weird guardiansOf that lonely land till he robbed their mysterT

Tn^i! ? Mud chimneys. You see. when a CreeIndian dies his folks bum down the cabin to keep hisspint from returning, and as mud won't bum the chim-neys stand. Small-pox cleaned out this village." Thenwith innocent gravity, he went on to tell of a strav

c''mnet °.m'^ T"?.« -nonograph on those verj
c,.imneys, "Monohths" ho called 'em. Allowed thatthey were dedicated to a tribal god. an.l was used to

tC™''"T"'/^P'"''='* '" ^^'- ^t ^a" a beautiful

htTw n
"^"^^^ '"'*' "'=" ^^''^'«- Why did I lethim? Well, now, 'twould have been a sin to enlightenhim. he was that blamed happy poking round themchimneys, and the folks that read his article^ouSknow any better."

woman t

Chuckling at the remembrance, he relapsed again tohis planning, and did not speak again till they hadcrossed the valley of Silver Creek from which the north-em settlement took its name. Then, indicating a blackdot far off on the trail, he said

:

"There comes Molyneux."
"Two in the rig." he added, a few minutes later "Aman and a woman. That 'U be Mrs. Leslie "
Unaccustomed to the plainsman's vision, which sensesrather than sees the difference of size, color, movement

that mark cattle from horses, a single rig from aXwe
as
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turn, Helen was dubious till, swinging out from behind

a poplai bluff, the team bore down upon them. Two
persons were in the rig: a man of the blackly handsome

type, and a stylish, pretty woman, who, as Carter turned

out to drive by, waved him to stop.

"Monopolist!" she scolded, when the rigs ranged side

by side. "Here I'm just dying to meet Miss Morrill

and you would have whisked her by. Now do your

duty."

"Captain Molyneux," she said, introducing her com-

panion in turn. "A neighbor. We just heard this

morning that you were coming and I was so glad; and

I'm gladder now that I've seen you." Her glance trav-

elled admiringly over Helen's face and figure. "You
know there are so few women here, and they

—
" Her

pretty nose tip-tilted. "Well, you'll see them. Soon I

shall make my call; carry you off for a few days, if your

brother will permit it. But there! I'm keeping you

from him. Good-bye. Now you may go, Mr. Carter."

A touch of merry defiance in the permission caused

Helen to glance up at her companion. Though Mrs.

Leslie's glance was almost caressing whenever it touched

him, he had stared straight ahead of him while she

chatted.

"You don't Uke them?" the girl asked. "Why? She

likes you."

His sternness vanished and he smiled down upon her.

"Now, what made you think that?"

"I didn't think; I felt it."

"Funny things, feeUngs, ain't they? I mind one that

took me fishing when I ought to have been keeping

school. 'Twas a beautiful day. Indian - summer back

East. You know t: still, silent, broody, warm; first

touch of gold in the leafage. I just felt that I had to

go fishing. But when dad produced a peeled hickory

a6
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switch that night he told me: *S n, feelings is -reacher-

ous things. This will teach you ',iv.' difiercm s between
thinking and knowing.' It did

—

1- : u •::\'Ae.''

"But you don't like them?" she persisted, refusing to
be side-tracked. Then she blushed under his look of

grave surprise, reaUzing that she had broken one of the
unwritten canons of frontier etiquette. "I beg your
pardon," she said, hastily. "I didn't mean to

—

"

His smile wiped out the offence. Stretching his whip,
he said, "There's your house."

Helen cried aloud. Nestling under the eaves of green
forest, it faced on a lake that lay a scant quarter-mile
to the south. North, west, and south, trim cliunp

poplar dotted its rolUng land and rose in the fields of

grain. Here nature, greatest of landscape-gardeners,
had planned her best, setting a watered garden within
a fence of forest. Just for a second the house flashed

out between two green bluffs, a neat log building, lime-
washed in settler style, then it was snatched again from
her shining eyes.

But Carter had seen a figure standing at the door,
"Clear grit!" he mentally ejaculated. "Blamed if he
ain't up and dressed to save her feelings." Then, aloud,
he gave her necessary warnings. "Now you mustn't
expect too much. He's doing fine, but no doubt pulled

down a bit since you saw him."

Two hours later Carter stepped out from his own
cabin. He and Morrill had "homesteaded" halves of

the same section, and as he strode south the latter's

lamp beamed a yellow welcome through the soft night.

Already he had refused an invitation to supper, deeming
that the brother and sister would prefer to spend their

first evening alone together, and now ignoring the
lamp's message, he entered Morrill's stable, saddled the

'7
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latter's cattle pony in darkness thick as ink. led him outand rode quietly away. '

Now of all equines, your northern cross-bred pony isthe most cunning For three black miles Shyster ^be

thaT hirndf"'"''^'
*''" ^^"^'"^ ^y ^'^ ^'^^k linethat his nder was preoccupied, he achieved a vicious

You httle devil!- Carter remonstrated, as he appliedcorrectives in the form of quirt and spurs. "Rest don'tsuit your complaint. To-morrow you'go on themo^ "

W?o?ltUing..""^' '"'" ''^ '^'^^ ^head.

.3^^ Danvers, an English remittance-man, a typical

colonial exile on 'keep-away" allowar.es.
Are you lost ?" Carter asked

ve«^tone "^o,, Jn'''
"'' "" '^^^"^<^ "°*« "' Dan-vere tone. You fellows seem to think that I oughtn'tto be out after dark. There's Jed Hines go „g iboutand telhng people that I knocked at my oin door o"enight to mqmre my way."

'Tut, tut," Carter sympathized. "And Ted coiint^Hsuch a toithful man! You'll find it hard lo liveTatdown. But where might you be heading for now-1It s any of my dam business ?"
"

t„'Z°"^"''' .,

"'^"""^ ''" ='"*" ^^^ a«ved. I'm goingto drop in and pay my respects." ^ ^
"Humph! that's neighborly Thev'vo h,.^ i..-* ..

hours to exchange thf news^ of three years' hev'llshorely be through by this. Keep right on so^''^^''

SeSrr^ "'"""^ '"^^ *-" -"' -^ y^^ JeS

•'Oh, get out!" Danvers exclaimed.

"rn'i^y^:o^^f'-^' ^ -"-^-f"' stiffness.

28
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Carter rode on.

along."
vvncrer loHiness.? Keep right

"N-o! Morrill's?"

philosophically concludeT ' ?•
. 'l^' .^"^^Y' ''^

that girl much to-night " • ^^°'"^ *° '^"'her

Spurring Shyster, he gallo ,ca on anH ;„ *
utes caught Murchison, an EAghshmkn of t^

"""
class, out at his stable, r„.„" ? ^ *'^"' yeoman
rounded out wrSl-mtXrin^^r^fmr^-^'
ti~w •^^"7' '^^ <^^^"-<^ MurthisS^Vul"

always the sameLwer RemTtrn.'"''"°"c
''''=""'"«

When he un^ad'dtd I? rrril/s^SJ""^
^^^* "^'^"'^^

hootel a Ste'r^ToomS^th: latToST^'r^'pulsed to the howl of a timber'wS Thn ^'f'"
^''"

the plains, its moods had n.vt p.SupJnff 'ru^^
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ly he had been stirred. But now he had no ears for the
night nor eyes for the lake chased in rippled silver.

He listened, Ustened, as though his strained hearing

would drag the girl's soft sleep breathing from the

house's jealous embrace. Soon he leaned back against

the door musing; and when, having inspected the cabin

from one side, the moon sailed over and looked down
on the other, he was still there.

'i

ill

As the first quivering flushes shot through the grays

of dawn Bender came out of his cabin. He intended
to be at work on Morrill's big slough at sunrise. But as

he rammed home the sickle into its place in the mower-
bar a projecting rivet caused it to buckle and break.

That spelled another journey to the blacksmith's, and
the sun stood at noon before the sickle was in place.

Falling to oihng with savage earnestness, that an ancient
Briton might have exhibited in greasing his scythe-

armed war-chariot. Bender then stuffed bread and meat
into his jumper, hitched, and drove off north, looking

for all the world Uke a grisly pirate afloat on a yellow
sea.

Half an hour's easy jogging would carry him to Mor-
rill's big slough, but on the way he had to pass two
smaller ones. The first, which had a hundred-yard belt

of six-foot hay ringing its sedgy centre, tempted him
sorely, yet he refrained, having in mind a bigger prey.

At the next he reined in, and stared at a dozen cut
swaths and a mower with feeding horses tied to its

wheels.

It was Molyneux's mower, and to Bender its preseijce

could only mean that the settlement was rushing the
sick man's sloughs. "Invasion of the British!" he yell-

ed. "What '11 Carter say to this? Remember York-
townl"
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He was still laughing when a buck-board came rattling

up the trail behind him. It was Hines.

"Cut that slough yet?" he asked.

"Just going there," Bender answered; then gave the
reason of his delay, garnished with furious anathema on
the maker of sickles. "But ain't that a joke?" he said,

indicating Molyneux's mower.
Hines whinnied his satisfaction. " Didn't think it was

in the Britisher. But my! won't that gall the long-

geared son of a gun of a Yankt Drive on an' I'll follow
up an' see you started—mebbe see some of the fun," he
added to himself, "if Carter's there."

Quarter of an hour brought them to the big slough,

which, on this side, was ringed so thickly with willow-
Scrub that neither could see it till they reined on its

edge. Both stared blankly. When Hines went by that
morning a mile of solid hay had bowed in sunlit waves
before the breeze. Save a strip some twenty yards wide
down the centre, it now lay in flat green swaths, while

along the strip a dozca feeding teams were tied to as
many mowers.

"A bee, by G— !" Bender swore.

"Hell!" Hines snarled even in his swearing. "Bilked,

by the Almighty!"
For a moment they stood, staring from the slough to

each other, the lumberman red, angry, foolish, Hines
the personification of venomous chagrin. Presently his

rage urged him to a great foolishness.

"You an' your casting!" he sneered. "Scairt, you
was—plumb scairt!"

Astonishment, the astonishment with which a bull

might rcjjard the attack of an impertinent fly, obliter-

ated for one moment all other expression from Bender's

face. Then, roaring his furious anger, he sprang from
his mower.
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Realizing his mistake, Hines had already lashed his
ponies, but even then they barely jerked the buck-board
tail from under the huge, clutching fingers. Foaming
with passion. Bender gave chase for a score of yards
then stopped and shook his great fist, pouring out in-
vective.

^•To-moTTOwr he roared, "ru come over and cut on

' What 's the matter.? You seem aU het up?" Car-
ters qmet voice gave Bender first notice of the buck-
board that had come quietly upon him from the grassy
pra.r:e. With Carter were Flynn. Seebach, and two
others Not very far away a wagon was bringing others
back from dinner.

"We're all giving Morrill a day's cutting," Carter went
on, with a qmet twmkle. "I called at your place this
morning with a bid. but you was away. We're right
glad to see you. Who told you?"

Gradually a grin wiped out Bender's choler. "You'redamn smart." he rumbled. "Well-where shall I begin ?"



JENNY

THUS did the bolt which Hines forged for Carterprove a boomerang and recoil unn^V;J » ^^'

wlTri Bender ftarte'd LTl:^^^^^^:;

ha. bleaching near by in tl^Tn ^d ^re^t ^lyZ

^o^ heaving up from LknrtL^'rrt^^S
"'Twon't be worth cow-feed if i"t oJr.'* _„i j^ .

the giant remarked, as h. o^ellolT^'enl/st;Then his satisfaction gave place to suddenTnger-a
SawaVr'

""' °" "'"^^'^ ""^y '- ^-^^ "iarter!

ing'Sfo;:nrCh;'cSS'ir:t^.v^7t . "r-

doinjr
•" °"'" ^°'"'''' "'''^^* <^' y°« «^kon yo«'„
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'"Raking." Her voice was listless as her look. Just
eleven when her mother died, her small shoulders had
borne the weight of Jed's housekeeping. Heavy chor-
ing had robbed her youth, and left her, at eighteen,
nothing but a faded shadow of a possible prettiness.

Bender coughed, shufHed. "Where's your dad?"
"Up at the house. He allowed you wouldn't tech

me. But," she added, dully, "I'd liefer you killed me
than not."

Bender's anger had already passed. Rough pity now
took its place. His furious strength prevented him
from realizing the kiUing drudgery, the lugging of heavy
-trater-buckets, the milking, feeding of pigs, the hard
labor which had killed her spirit and left this utter
hopelessness; but he knew by experience that a young
horse should not be put to a heavy draw, and here was
a violation of the precept. Bender was puzzled. Had
he come on a neighbor maltreating a horse, a curse
backed by his heavy fist would have righted the wrong;
but this frail creature's humanity placed her wrongs
outside his rough remedial practice.

He whistled, swore softly, and, faiUng to invoke in-
spiration by these characteristic methods, he said, kind-
ly: "Well, for onct Jed tol' the truth. Must have strained
liim some. Go ahead. I ain't agoing to bother you."
Having finished raking his own hay, he fell to work

with the fork, stabbing huge bunches, throwing them
right and left, striving to work off the pain at his heart.
But pity grew with exertion, and, pausing midway of
the morning, he saw that she also was plying a weary
fork.

"You need a rest," he growled five minutes later.

"St down."
She glanced up at the ominous sky. "Can't. Rain's

coming right on."
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Lifting her bodily, he placed her in a nest of hay.
Now you stay right there. I'm running this."
Picking up her fork, he put foith all his magnificent

strength while she sat listlessly watching. It seemed
as though nothing could banish her chronic weariness,
her ineffable lassitude. Once, indeed, she remarked
"My, but you're strong!" but voice and words lacked
ammation. She added the remarkable climax, '

' Pa says
you are a devil."

"Yes?" he questioned. "An' you bet he's right, gal.
Keep a right smart distance from men like me."
"Oh, I don't know," she slowly answered. "I'd liefer

be a devil. Angels is tiresome. Pa's always talking
about them. He's a heap religious—in spells."

Pausing in his forking, Bender stared down on the
small heretic. Vestigial traces of religious belief occu-
pied a lower strata of his savage soul. Crude they
were, anthropomorphic, barely higher than superstitions,
yet they were there, and chief among them was an idea
that has appealed to the most cultured of men—that
woman is incomplete, nay, lost, without religion.

"Shore, child!" he protested. "Little gals shouldn't
talk so. That ain't the way to get to heaven."
"D- you allow to go there?" she demanded, with dis-

concerting suddenness.

Bender grimaced, laughed at the ludicrousness of the
question. "Don't allow as I'd be comfortable. Any-
way, lumbermen go to t'other place. But that don't
alter your case. Gals all go to heaven."
"Well!" For the first time she displayed some ani-

mation. "I ain't! Pa's talked me sick of it. I allow
it's them golden streets he's after. He'd coin 'em into
dollars."

Seeing that Hines had not hesitated in nanting this,
his flesh and blood. Bender thought it very likely, and
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feeUng his inability to cope with such reasonable heresieB
he attacked the hay instead. Having small skiU inwomen—the few of his intimate experience being as free
of feminine complexities as they were of virtue—he was
sorely puzzled. Looking backward, he remembered his
OWB pious mother. Hines's wife had died whispering of
reUgion's consolations; yet here was the daughter turn-mg a de' mined back on the source of the mother's
comfort. It was unnatural to his scheme of things
contrary to the law of his vestigial piety. He would
try again! But when, the hay finished, he came back
to her, he quaUed before her pale hopelessness- it called
uod in question.

Limbering up her rake, h . i-.atched her drive away a
smaU, thin figure, woful speck of Ufe under a vast gray
sky. For twisting cloud masses had blotted out the
sun, a chill wind snatched the tops from the hay-cocks
as fast as Bender coiled them, blots of water splashed
the dust before he finished his task.

Black care rode home with him; and as that night
the thunder spUt over his cabin, he saw Jenny's eyes
mirrored on the wet, black pane, and it was borne dimly
upon him that something besides overwork was respon-
sible for their haunting.

Bender had a friend, a man of his own Uk, with whom
he had hit camp and log-drive for these last ten years.
At birth it IS supposable that the friend inherited a
name, but in the camps he was known only as the
. Cougar." A silent man, broad, dcep-lunged, fierce-
eyed, nature had laid his Unes for great height, then
bent him in a perpetual crouch. He always seemed
gathenng for a spring, which, combined with tigerish
courage, had gained him his name. Insep.-rable if
Bender appeared on the Mattawa for the spn. „' drive,
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!!i''If'?*!"?
**** *''' ^""S" "^^^^ ^ shortly expect-

ed. If the Cougar stole into a Rocky Mountain camp,a bunk was immediately reserved for his big affinity.Only a bottle of whiskey and two days' delay on theCougais part had prevented them from settUng up thesame section. However, tliough five miles lay between
their respective homesteads, never a Sunday passed
without one man riding over to see the other, and itwas returmng from such a visit that Bender next fell
in with Jenny Hines.

It was night and late, but as Bender rode by the
forks where Hines's private road joined on to the Lone
Tree trail, a new moon gave sufficient Ught for him to
see a whitish object lying in the grass. He judged it a
grain-sack till a convulsion shook it and a sob rose to
his ears.

"Good land, girll" he ejaculated, when, a moment
later. Jenny s pale face turned up to his, "what are you
doing here? '

"He's turned me out."
"Who?"
"Jed.'' The absence of the parental title spoke vol-

tunes-of love killed by slow starvation, cold sternness,
of youth enslaved to authority without mitigation of
fatherly tenderness.

Without understanding. Bender felt. "What for?"
he demanded.
Crowding against his stirrup, she remained silent, and

the touch of her body against his leg. the mute appeal
of the contact, sent a flame of righteous passion through
Benders big body. Indecision had never been among
his faults. Stooping, he raised her to the saddle before
him. and as she settled in against his broad breast awave of tenderness flowed after the name.
"No. nol" she begged, when he turned in on Jed's
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trail. "I won't go back!" And he felt her violently

trembling as he soothed and coaxed. She tried to slip

from his arms as they approached the cabin, and her

terror filled him with such anger that liis kick almost

stove in the door.

"It's met" ho roared, answering Hines's challenge.

"Benderl 1 came on your gal lying out on the prairies.

Open an' take her inl"

In response the window raised an inch; the moon-

light glinted on a rifle-barrel. "Kick the door ag'inl"

Jed's voice snarled, "an' I"J bore you. GitI the pair

of yel"

"Come, come, Jed." For her sake Bender mastered

his anger. "Come, this ain't right. Let her in an'

we'll call it by-gones."

"No, nol" the girl protested.

Though she had whispered, Jed heard, and her pro-

test touched off his furious wolfish passion. "GitI

Won't you gitl" he screeched, following the command
with a stream of screamed imprecations, vile abuse.

If alone Bender would have beaten in the door, but

there was no mistaking Hines's deadly intent. Warned
by the click of a cocking hammer, he swung Jenny in

front again, galloped out of range; then, uncertain

what to do, he gave his beast its head, and half an hour

later brought up at his own door.

"There, sis," he said, as he lit his lamp, "make your-

self happy while I stable Billy. Then I'll cook up some

grub, an' while we're eating we can talk over things."

She smiled wanly yet gratefully. But when he re-

turned she was rocking back and forth and moaning.

"Don't take on so," he comforted. "To-night 111

sleep in the stable; at daybreak we'll hit south for

Mother Flynn's." But the moans followed in quick

succession, beaded sweat started on her brow, and as
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the swung forward he saw that which, two hourt htion,

had turned Jed Ilincs into a foaming beast.

"Oh, my God!" The exclamation burst from Wm.

"You pore httle thing! you pore little childl Only a

baby yourself!"

Stooping, he lifted her into his bed, tucked her in,

then stood, doubtful, troubled, looking down upon her.

Two-thirds of the settlers in Silver Creek were of Scotch

descent; were deeply dyed with the granite hardness,

harsh malignancy, fervid bigotry which have caused the

history of their race to be written in characters of blood.

Fiercely moral, dogmatically religious, she could expect

no mercy at their hands. Hard-featured women, whose

angular unlovelincss had efficiently safeguarded their

own virtue, would hate her the more because her fault

had been beyond their compass. Loolcing forward.

Bender saw the poor little body a passive centre for a

whorl of spite, jealousy, virulent spleen, and the rough

heart of him was mightily troubled. In a 1 Silver Creek,

Mrs. Flynn was the only woman to whom he felt he

might rafely turn. But Flynn's farm lay eighteen miles

to the south—tor far; the child was in imminent labor.

What should it 'lit

"Tenny," he said, "any women folk been to your

house lately?" .,. *

When she answered that they had been without a

visitor for three months, Bender nodded his satisfaction.

"Lie still, child." he said. "I'll be back right smart.

He was not gone long—just long enough to drive over

to and back from Carter's. "I'm not trusting any of

the women hereabouts," he told Carter. "Though it

ain't generally known, the Cougar was mamed once.

The same 'ndians that die up Custer cleaned up his

wife and family. An' as he always Uved a thousand

miles from a doctor, he knows all about ssch things.
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,

SO if youl, drive Uke aU hell for hi«. I,, tend to the

CottSr;veJ"°;W",Ct'°'" ^^ ^"-^^* t'^e

fonnation was .boughttS lT\^ T"'^^"^"'
^''^^

der's sympathetic eves P^^ 1 ^^"^ '^^'" ""<^«'- Baa-
ing girl was bom aToinan-Ltr'"' t'

^'^^ ^"^^-
the essence of Ufe Tennv hL . 1 ^ "'°''>^'"- F""- of

child of her iLt ^^?hrs'SreTr" ^"t"
^''^

sank, till the Cougar rauXtf t ^'^ "> ''^^^If,

sweated with apJreWon^''^^'
^'' ^'""^^' °^ ^^^^'

It s death or a doctor," he told Pnr+o, ^,^J ,

.

emotion under a surly erowl "m l '
^'^''^ ^^

ponies are good for
" ^"'^ "''"^ ^^at them

And that night those small fiends HiH "cj,they were good for"--.m=^r ? ®'^°^ ^^^a*

many a year Ro„^7?^ .^-
"'^'""'^ ^^^^t stood for

caugL VeThir^o?Tot whedstd'""^'"^' ^^^°
sick. It was yet black n^hf^», 7°"''^'^'^ ^h° ^as
Francis, the s^Lt mLTf ^" ^^'^^'" '^^"ed Father
lantern- ightthlytwTrv"„,

''"''*;, ''°'" '^^ ''^d. By
other with pick IdIh^'Trt^ ^"'^ P"^«t. spelled each
the last spadef^droDn.1. !J^'''°"^''^'^°dwhea
flew on. At cock-iofh^

on the small grave. Carter

-insi.ho^s:^zifticS3Srv^£

-n':U°S SaTiJersraid^^. ^r!5-
A heavy

face to leather, for hL davTa". J'^^ ^"™"'^ ^''

trail, pursuing; practice tWw '"^h's were spent on
endurance of'horLS FrorthfLf' •' '^^V.O0US bronco, we. sent to CJ^e^Z^^Zt!^
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fonn. He used seven teams; yet the toughest wore

ared m the shade or sixty below, he might be seenpounding them along the trails. E;en no^ he had Tustcome in from the Pipe Stone, sixty miles s^uthwes? buthe instantly routed out his man.
^outnwest, but

"Hitch the buckskins. Bill," he said, "and let himrun yours round to the stables. Carter. He'U tu^ Wout prancing by the time we're back " "* '* *^ ^"^

It took Bill, the doctor, and Carter to get the buck

HneT to'cal^r.-.M'^* °T T' *^ -^octofhandeS"the

asleep
^°^ '"* ^"^ "»"•" Then he fell

wit^'t^''^
.as they passed the mission, exchanged wordswith the pnest. and dozed again till Carter reined in atBender's door. Then, shedding sleep as I dog shakesoff water, he entered, clear-eyed, info the battleS

It was night when he came out to Bender and Cartersprawled on the hay in the stable.

"bufrhe a^ZU^^
^"'^"'"'^ ^^^ lumberman's look.

Mrs i'lynn? He shook his head. "A good woman but-she has her sex's weat<ness-damned long.T~d '"

.^^ender looked troubled. -There ain't f soTkSws

yofcln'keep irb?ys-'.
"^^^" ^^^' ^"* ' ''^''' ^^^^^^

pu^ Mii"£::SrSt-:'^'°"'^'
"'''' " '* -- ^^"^^'y

"That sweet-faced girl?" The doctor's gray eyes lit

Hi72''l°"l^.
'"'"''*'" ^^^ ^^«t stammered. "I'd-"He cast about for a fitting recompense, and fining none
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worth, finished, "There ain't a damn thing I wouldn't
do for her."

The doctor took doubt by the ears. "Well, hitch

and let's see."

Realizing that the girl would probably have her fair

share of the prejudice, he opened his case very gently

an hour later. But he might have saved his diplomacy.

"Of course!" she exclaimed, as soon as she grasped

the facts. "Poor little thing! I'll go right over with
Mr. Bender.

"And remember," the doctor said, finishing his in-

structions, "she needs mothering more than medicine."

So, satisfied, he and Carter hit the back trail, but not

till he had examined Morrill with stethoscope and tap-

ping finger. "Must have some excuse for my trip," he
said, "and you'll have to serve. So don't be scared if

you happen to hear that you have had another hemor-
rhage. Good! Good!" he exclaimed at every tap, but
once on trail he shook his head. "May go in a month;
can't last six. Be prepared."

A fiery sunset was staining the western sky when, on
his way back from Lone Tree, Carter stopped at Ben-
der's door. The glow tinged the furious cloud that rose

from the Cougar's pipe.

"Doing well," he laconically answered. "Never saw
a gal pull round better from a fainting spell."

Nodding comprehension. Carter mentioned a doubt
that had nettled him on the trail. "Jed? Do you
think he'll—"

Sudden ferocity flamed up in the Cougar's face. "I
tended to him this morning," he said, slowly, ominous-
ly. " He's persuaded as he mistook the girl's symptoms.
Anyway, he ain't agoing to foul his own nest so long as

no one knows."

"Wants her back, I suppose?"
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The Cougar nodded. "She's worth more to him than

his best ox -team. But he ain't agoing to get her.

Don't go! Miss MorriU's inside an' wants to run over

home for some things. Fine gal that." The Cougar's

set fierceness of face almost thawed as he delivered his

opinion.

Driving homeward, Helen opened the subject just

where the Cougar had left it. "She won't go back to

her father," she said, "and I don't blame her. But she

can't stay here."

However, Jenny's future was already provided.

"You needn't to worry," Carter said. "The doctor's

fixed things. He and his wife have neither chick nor

child of their own; they'll take her in."

The girl exclaimed her surprised gladness. To her,

indeed, the entire incident was a revelation. Here three

rough fiontiersmen had banded successfully together to

protect a wronged child and keep her within their rough

social pale. Through all they had exhibited a tact and

delicacy not always found in finer social stratas, and

the lesson went far in modifying certain caste ideas

—

would have gone farther could she have known the ful-

ness of their delicacy.

Only once was the cause of Jenny's illness ever hinted

at among the three; that when Carter and Bender lay

waiting for the doctor in the stable.

"You don't happen to have made a guess at the

man?" Carter had asked.

"She hain't mentioned him," the giant answered, a

little stiffly.

But he thawed when Carter answered: "You'll par-

don me. I was just wondering if a rope might help her

case."

Bender had shaken his head. "Las' year, you'll re-

member, one of Molyneux's remittance-men uster drive
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her out while Jed had her hired out to Leslie's. But
he's gone back to England."

Also Helen had learned to look beneath Bender's
scarred surface. Every day, while Jenny lay in his
shanty, he would slip in between loads of hay to see
her. At first the presence of so much femininity embar-
rassed him. One petticoat hang ng on the wall while
another floats over the floor is enough to upset any
bachelor. Only when sitting with Jenny did he find
his tongue; then, giant of the camps, he prattled Uke a
school-boy, freeing thoughts and feeUngs that had been
imprisoned through all ...a savage years. It was singu-
larly strange, too, to see how Jenny reciprocated his
feehngs. She u.ed Helen, bat all of her petting could
not bring the s^ 'le that came for Bender, in whom she
sensed a kindred shy simplicity.

Helen was to get yet one other light from these un-
promising surfaces, a light bright as those of Scripture
which are said to shine as lamps to the feet. A few
days after Jenny's departure Bender rode up to the
door where Carter sat talking with Morrill.
"Got any stock to sell?" he inquired. "Cows in

calf.?"

"Going in for butter-making.?" Carter inquired grin-
ning.

"Nope!" The giant laughed. "'Tain't for myselfIm asking. I'm a lumberman bom an' bred- the
camps draw me like salt-Ucks pull the deer. I'd never
have time to look after them. Farming's play with me.
On'y I was thinking as it wouldn't be so bad if that little
gal had a head or two of her own growing inter money.
You kin let 'em run with your band summers, an' I'll
put up winter hay for them an' the increase. How are
you, miss?" He nodded as Helen came to the door.

It was her first experience in such free giving, and she
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was astonished to see how devoid his manner was of
philanthropic consciousness. Plainly he regarded the
whole affair as very ordinary business. Carter's answer
accentuated the novel impression—"What's the matter
with n: contributing them heifers.?"

"Da—beg pardon, miss." Bender blushed. "No you
don't. This is my funeral. But I'm no hawg. Now if
you wanter throw in a couple of calves—"

Thus, without deed, oath, or mortgage, but with a
certamty that none of these forms could afford, did little
Jenny Hmes become a young lady of property. The
matter disposed of. Bender called Carter off to the
stable, where, after many mysterious fumblings, he pro-
duced from a package a gorgeous silk kerchief of rain-
bow hues.

"You'll give Miss Morrill this.?"

But Carter balked, grinning. "Lordy, man: do your
own courting."

"Sayl" the giant ejaculated, shocked. "You don't
reckon she'd take it that way i"'

Carter judiciously considered the question, and after
mature dehberation replied: "I've seen breach-of-prom-
ise suits swing on less. But I reckon you're safe enough—if you explain your motive."
The giant sighed his relief. "Did you ever give a gal

anything. Carter?"
"Did I? Enough to stock a farm if 'twas collected."
"How'd you go about it.'"

"Why, jes' give it to her. You're bigger'n she is;
kain't hurt you."

"Oh, Lordy, I don't know." Bender sighed again.
"It's surprising what them small things kin do to you
Say, there's a good feller. You take it in .?"

But Carter sternly refused, and five minutes later
Bender might have been seen, stem and rigid from the
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desperate nature of his enterprise, sitting on one of
Helen s soap-boxes. In the hour he talked with Morrill
he never once relaxed a death-grip on his hat. His eye
never once strayed towards Helen, and it was late that
evening when she found the kerchief under his box

It speaks well for her that she did not laugh at its
gorgeous colors; and her smile as she scribbled a little
note of thanks that was delivered by Carter was far too
tender for ridicule. Truly she was learning



VI

THE SHADOW

D°Z,?,S7;'i.'™" "' s'"""" -"y bi«k

veils of dktanT^il 1. ^"^ Praine- chicken, theyens ot distant ploughmen; for, stimulated hv o^ =„swer from the railroad gods the JtTwf ^ f" ?
to add to their wheat acfeag;

" ^''" '*"^'"S

to^o i^n„„ ^°P^ ^°" t ''"rt them, and oughtto go a long way m settling up the country. By-theway, who signed these statistics? Cummtegs? Thatwasn t the tall Yankee who spoke so weU He lelllwould have sent in such a jumble.

"

Bhssfully ignorant, however, of railroad methods, the
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settlers interpreted the guarded answer as an ironpromise. Forgetting Carter's part in getting ^e^^

TnTv w,, P'°"!f'^' ^°°^ *^ themselves the credit-
in which they evidenced the secret malevolence that arural commumty holds against the man who rises above
ts .ntellectual level. Human imperfection is invariaUethrough the ages. Plebeian Athens ostracised ^he StAnstides. Similarly. Silver Creek evidenced its pe«y™r T"1 '' ^''' ^"^"^- "°'>' »••«'« too damned

iZ^lrn '"^f^T^;
^'^^"^^^r Carter was mentionedfor the council school trustee, or other oublio office, norpaused to consider its logic.

Slowly, with heavy gaspings. the oxen stopped at theend of the furrow, and as he sat down on thepCh whHethey rested. Carter blessed the happy chance thatTdcaused him to ''break " clear down to Morrill', bou^da^Helen sat m the shade of her cabin, thus affording lu^dehcous ghmpses of a scarlet mouth, slightly pur^dover her sewing, a loose curl that glowed Uke aK
Hf^of?. . "'"""J

'''^'^°^^ °^ ^'' "^"^k. the palpitant

hJ!!,'f *t*
'^^™'" ''^ hypocritically remarked, fanning

tt"Ls*"°"
^°°' "^"^"' *°"^- - ^^-^ tf

toSfftJrirof'IfeS.'^'^- "T^«3^^-ysseen.

"Discerning brutes." he answered, nowise nonplussed.

that?''"
^^ ''^^^'^""y inquired. "I'U make a note of

A few moments later she remarked. "You have apoor memory." *w nave a
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"N-o."
*'

"You were."

If iSprioSryouVsr *^° r --^^ » --
I'm looking when y^ZZ^J'T'^'f' ^'«ri«?- «
—that's—"

' * supposed to know it—that's
;;WeU?" she prompted.
Mighty ^'easant." he finished, rising

het? a^f3olte;°°''^^ -3, after. While
had recalledK sheS Z^T""- 'T''

°^ ^^^
youngnua,tall.sunbtm>ed softT^n ^'' ^""^ '^''^^
and the picture had Takened hLT'^^^^^'^^^'^'.In tWs her fourth momh in tt se ?1^

"'""^^ '" ^'^^f'
had lost the keen freshness ofth!

?'"* '^' ^"'* ^^^
view. She now scarcely notLed wf T^''^^'' P°>"t of
?at.cal lapses. Oddities of speech I'r'

"'''"'' ^^'»-
first would have provoked sur^Wc ,^ '°^""^'" ^hat at
challenged her atLtToa IfTC- '"^''^^ "° '°"^=r
impressed, she was losing the clari t ofl^T '^^^^ ^«"
She was being absorbed- w"^.'* P^^eptions.

undergoing the ineSie'nrorV"'^?'^"^"*^ ^^ «I°^l7
^nation. Howdin^finS °'

'f'^'''^
^""^ ^^"^

Some other girf migkt SeiTved ,^11''"^^ ^^^•"^d.
round of parties, baUs, associated «^Af^™ ^^'°''^^ ^he
men, refined girls of h^r fcau^^fj;*'' '^^ well-groomed
Crete was the present!

o?"^"*^"ce. How vivid, con-
roughened by dish Shin,

contemplated her hknds.
Would this equilibmS^ih fnljo

'"''^" '''' '^'^^^
mg her peer of the Pam,t l .,

°""'^"' ^"^ by leav-
-ttlemen'ts? She sfuSJ^Ttt" "^^^ "^ '^^
her mood so that, retuSon I f°"Sht stamped
passed on. thinking w'ffendTd.'

°*''' '°'"<^' barter
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"Why so grave, sis ?" Her brother smiled down upon

her from the doorway. Since her arrival he had ''ad

many ups and downs, alternating between bed-fast and

apparent convalescence. To-day the fires of life would

flare high, to flicker down to-morrow like a guttering

candle that wastes the quicker to its end. Not for the

worid would she increase his anxiety with her forebod-

ing. Hiding the dejection with a quick smile, she turned

his question with another.

"Bert, why does Mr. Carter disUke Captain Molyneux,

the Leslies, and
—

"

"The English crowd in general?" he finished for her.

"Does he ? I never heard him say much against them."

"No, he's one of your silent men. But actions count

more than words. When he drives me to or from Les-

lies' he invariably refuses the invitation to come in,

pleading hurry."

"Well, he has been pretty busy."

Morrill stated a fact. Carter had spent the haying

months in the forest sloughs, where they cut the bulk

of their fodder. There, with the deep woods smothering

every errant breeze, mercury at a hundred, the fat

marsh sweating underfoot, he had moved, raked, or

pitched while sand-flies took toll of his flesh by day !ind

mosquitoes converted his homeward jormey into a feast

of blood. Eighty head of cattle, his and Morrill's, had

to be provided for, and he a ne to do it. And it was

from these heavy labors that ne had stolen time to drive

Helen back and forth.
^

"But he repels their every attempt at friendliness!'

she protested. "Positively snubbed Captain Molyneux

the other day."

Morrill laughed. "Why do they persist in their over-

tures? Carter is flesh and blood of the frontier, which

makes no bones over its likes and dislikes. With him a

SO
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friend is a friend. He has no use for civilization which
calls upon its votaries to spread their friendship in a
thin veneer over a vast acquaintance. Havinp, courte-

ously enough, intimated that he doesn't desire closer

acquai itance, he expects them to heed the hint. Fail-

ing, they may e.'tpect to have it stated in stronger terms.
Molyneux has lived long enough in the north to know
that." His answer, however, simply completed the cir-

cle and brought them back to the starting-point.

She restated the issue. "But why doesn't he like

them.'"

Morrill answered her question with another. "Why
do you Hke them?"
"They are nice."

"Mrs. Leslie?" he catechised.

"A trifle frivolous, perhaps, but—I like her."

"Leslie, Danvers, Poole, and the rest of them?"
"Impractical," she admitted, "thoroughly impractical,

all but Captain Molyneux. His farm is a model. Yet

—

I like them."
She spoke musingly, as though examining her feelings

for cause, analysis of which would have shown that the
wide differences between herself and her new acquaint-
ances had added to the glamour and sparkle which are
given ofi by fresh personaUties. She liked their refine-

ment, courtesy, subtleties, and grace of conduct which
shone the brighter in that rough setting. To her their

very speech was charming, with its broad vowels, lei-

surely drawled, so much scfter than the clipped Ameri-
can idiom.

They were, indeed, over-refined. Five centuries ago
the welding of Celt, Saxon, Roman, Norman into one
homogeneous whole was full and complete; since then
that potent mixture of blood had undergone slow stag-

nation. Noble privilege and laws of entail had checked
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in the motherland those selective processes which sweep
the foolish, wicked, and vicious trom the face of the

earth. Protected by the aristocratic system, the fool,

the idler, the rou^ had handed their undesirabkuoss

down the generations, a heavy mortgage on posterity.

Ripe fruit of a vicious system, decay luji touched them
at the core; last I'nks of a chain once strong, they had
lacked the hot hammering from grim circumstance that

alone could make them fit to hold and bind.

Merrill laid his thir finger on the spot. "All right,

Nell, they are harmieos." He laughed as he used the

scornful term whu n the Canadian settlers applied to

their EngU:;'\ - .ghbors. "You must have some com-
pany. I dcr.'t. dislike them myself, and would prob-

ably like them better if it was not for their insufferable

national conceit and blind caste feeling. They look

with huge contempt on all persons and things which
cannot claim origin in the narrow bit of English society

from which they sprang. I'm not denying their coun-

try's greatness. But, like the Buddhist, lost in con-

templation of his own navel, they have turned their

eyes inward t-'U they're blind to all else. On we Ameri-
cans they are particularly hard, regarding us with the

easy tolerance that one may extend to the imperfections

of an anthropoid ape. Now don't fire up! They have

always been nice to me. Still I can feel the superiority

beneath the surface. With Carter it is different. Him
they classify with the Canadian settlers, and you may
fancy the effect on a man who, in skill of hands and
brain, character, all the things that count in life, stands

waist-high above them. He sees them cheated, cozened

by every shyster. Men in years, they are children in

experience, and if help from home were withdrawn not

one could stand on his own legs. They are the trim-

mings of their generation, encumbrances on the family
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estate or fortune, useless timber lopped off from the
genealogical tree. Do you wonder that ! despises them ?"

"I think," she said, after a thoughtful pause, "that
he is too stem in his judgments. Impracticability isn't
a crime, Bert, and people ought not to be blamed for
the conditions that made them."

"True, little wisehcad."
"He ought," she went on, "to be more friendly. I'm

sure Mrs. Leslie likes him."
Morrill smothered a laugh. "Carter's a mighty hand-

some man, young lady, and Mrs. Leslie is—a shade im-
pressionable. But in social affairs women decide on
women, men on men."
She nodded, puckering her brow. "Yes, but he be-

haved dreadfully to Captain Molyneux."
Her genuine distress prevented the laugh from escap-

ing. "Tell me about it," he sympathized.
"It was the other evening when he came to chive me

home. Despite his reserve, the younger boys all like
him, and when Captain Molyneux brought me out he
was teUing Mr. Poole and Mr. Rhodes about a horse
that Danvers had bought from Curamings. 'The crit-
ter,' Carter said, 'is bUnd, spavined, sweenied, and old
enough to homestead."

'"Well," the captain added, 'Danvers has always
needed a guardian, Mr. Carter.'"

"In his patronizing way?" Morrill commented.
"A little, perhaps," she admitted. "Then, looking

straight at us. Carter answered, ' He could have picked
a worse.' What did he mean, Bert? The captain red-
dened and the boys looked silly."

Morrill grinned. "Well— you see, Nell, Molyneux's
income is mostly derived from the farming of pupils
who are apprenticed to him by a firm of London lawyers
while under the impression that colonial farming is a

' S3
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complex business that requires years of study. Having

whacked up from five hundred to five thousand dollars

premium, they find, on arrival, that they have simply

paid for the privilege of doing ordinary farm work.

You said Molyneux's place was a model. No wonder,

when he draws pay where other men have to hire. No,

the business isn't exactly dishonorable
!

" He anticipated

her question. " He does teach them something, and pre-

vents them from falling into the hands of Canuck

shysters who would bleed them for hundreds when he

takes fifties. But—well, it isn't a business I'd care to

be in. But there! I've talked myself tired, and Moly-

neux is coming at three to drive you up to Leslie's.

You have just half an hour to dress."

"But I won't go," she protested, "if you're not feeling

well."

"Bosh!" he laughed. "I'm dying to be rid of you.

Expect to get quiet sleep this afternoon."

But as, i.di an hour later, he watched her drive away,

his face darkened, and he muttered: "This will never

do. She can't settle down to this life. Just as soon—"

A fit of coughing left him gasping; but, under the merci-

ful hallucination that attends consumption, he finished,

"I'll sell out as soon as I'm rid of this cough and go

back to the law."

Carter also watched her go. As, dank with sweat,

grimed with dust and labor, he "geed" his oxen around

the "land," she went by, a flutter of billowy white,

deliciously dainty, cool, and clean. The contrast em-

phasized the difference between them so strongly that a

sudden feeling of bitter hopelessness caused him to re-

tiUTi only a stem nod to her bow and smile. Surprised,

she looked back, and gleaning, perhaps, an intuition of

his feeling from the dogged set of liis face and figure,

she was swept with sudden pity.
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For a mile she was quiet; but while the sun shinet

youth may not hobnob with care, and that was a
perfect day. Autumn's crimsons mottled the tawny
prairies; waves of sunshine chased one another over the

brown grasses to the distant forest line; and as, with

cheerful clatter of pole and harness, the buggy dipped,

swallow-like, over the long earth rolls, her spirits rose.

She laughed, chatted, within five miles was involved in

a mild flirtation. That was wicked! Of course! After-

wards, in private, she mortified the strain of coquetry

that made such shame possil;'^. Yet it was very natu-

ral. Given a handsome man, a pretty maid, and isola-

tion, what else should follow.' Molynei . had travelled

in far countries and talked well of them and their savage

peoples. He knew London, the Mecca of womankind,

like a book; abounded in anecdotes of people and places

that had been awesome names to her. Also he was

skilled in subtle flattery, never exceeding by a hair's-

breadth the amount which her vanity—of which she

had a pretty woman's rightful share—could easily assimi-

late. Small wonder if she forgot the grim figure at the

ploughtail.

Forgetfulness, however, was not for Carter. As he

followed the steady rhythm of his furrows in heat and

dust, heavy thought now loosened, now tightened the

comers of his mouth. But bitterness did not hold him

long.

"Baby! You are going to get her. But that ain't

the way to play the game," he said, as the buggy disap-

peared. And she saw only friendliness in his smile on

her return that evening and the score of other occasions

on which he watched her goings and comings.

He "played his game " like a man, and with a masterly

hand. Never obtrusive, he was always kind, cheerful,

hopefully sympathetic during Morrill's bad spells. At
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other times his dry humor kept her laughing. He was
always helpful. When the snows blanketed the prairies

he instructed her in the shifts of winter housekeeping

—

how to keep the cabin snug when the blizzard walled it

in fleecy cloud; how to keep the frost out of the cellar

and from the small stock of fruits in the pantry. To-

gether they "froze down" a supply of milk against the

time when it would be cruel to keep cows milking. A
night's frost transmuted her pans of milk into oval

cakes, which he piled out-doors like cordwood. A milk

pile! The snows soon covered it, and how she laughed

when, drawing home wood from the forest, he mistook

the pile for a drift and so upset his load.

Indeed, he wrought well! Kindliness, good temper,

consideration, these are splendid bases for love. Not
that he ever hinted his hope. He was far too shrewdly

circumspect. It speaks for the quality of his wit that

he recognized that, given differences in rank and station,

love must steal upon her from ambush. Startled, she

would fly behind ramparts that would be proof against

the small god's sharpest arrows. So he was very care-

ful, masking his feeling under a gentle imperturbability;

sure that, if not alarmed, she must turn to him in the

coming time of trouble.

For Morrill had steadily failed since winter set in.

During the Christmas week he rallied, recovered voice

and color, improved so much that Helen yielded to his

wish for her to attend a New Year's party at Mrs. Les-

lie's; and as she kissed him good-bye there was nothing

tc indicate that this was but the last flash, the leaping

flame which precedes the darkness.

A genuine frontier party, it was to be an all-day affair,

and Carter drove her up in the morning. New Year had
broken beautifully: clear, bright, almost warm; for the

first time in a month the mercury bad thawed long
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enough to register twenty-eight below. There had been
no wind or drift for a week, so the trail was packed hard,
and as the ponies swept its curves, balancing the cutter
on one or the other runner, rapid motion joined with
pleasurable anticipation to raise the girl's spirits to the
point of repentance.

"Here I'm laughing and chatting," she said, soberly,
"when I ought to be home with Bert."
"Nonsense!" Carter glanced approvingly upon the

glow which the keen air had brought to her cheeks.
"You haven't been out for a month, and you were get-
ting that pale and peaked. I shall be with him. Now
you just go in for a good time."

His generous solicitude for her happiness, for she was
going among people he did not like, touched her. "I
wish you were coming," she said. Then she added,
"Won't you come in—just for a little while—if Mrs.
Leslie asks you?"
He returned her coaxing smile. "I'll see." And as

the men were all away, clearing a slough for skat-
ing, he stayed long enough to drink a toast with Mrs.
Leslie.

That lady's eyes shone with soft approval as, stand-
ing by the table that was already spread with glass, sil-

ver, and white napery, he bowed. "To your continued
health and beauty,"
"Now wasn't that pretty?" she exclaimed, after he

was gone. "Do you know, standing there in his furs,
so tall and strong, he reminded me of one of those old
Norsemen who sometimes strayed into degenerate south-
em courts. You are happy in your cavalier, my dear.
If he asked me, I believe I'd run away with him." And
there was a sigh in her laugh. For though a good fellow,
Leslie was prodigiously chuckle-headed, and she had
moods when his simple foolishness was as unbearable as
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her own frivolity—dangerous moods for a woman of bet

light timber.

"I wish," she added, a little later, "that we could

have persuaded him to stay."

He knew better. Striding, a conqueror, into southern

halls, the Norseman cut a mighty figure where he would

have made but a poor appearance as an invited guest.

A thought that was expressed in Carter's meditation on

the homeward drive.

"She meant it, shorely! But, bless her! you ain't to

be drawn into such a brace game You'd look nice

among those dudes."

He had left no fire in his cabin, but he was not sur-

prised when, afar off, he saw his stove-pipe flinging a

banner of smoke to the crystal air. As yet the north-

land had not achieved refinements in the shape of locks

and bolts, and, coming in from a forty-mile drive from

a Cree "illage. Father Francis, the priest of the Assini-

boin mission, had put in and brewed a jug of tea.

Easy, courteous in bearing, upright despite his silvered

years, the priest came to the door and welcomed Carter

home. "Not much travel beyond the settlements," he

said. "It was pretty heavy going and my ponies are

tired. So I'll just accept fie old invitation, son, and

stay the night—that is"— his mellow laugh rang out

—"if my presence won't make you anathema maranatha

unto your neighbors."

Carter knew them, their rigid dogmatism, the bigotry

which made them look askance at this man who, for

thirty years, had fought the devil over the face of a

parish as big as an Eastern State.

"I don't allow that they'll more than excommunicate

me," he grinned, "and if they do I reckon that you'd

drop the bars of your fold."

"Gladlyl" the priest laughed. "They are always
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down, son." So, seated by the humming stove with the

jug steaming between them, the two settled down to

exchange the news of the neighborhood—an elastic tenn

that stretched over territory enough to set an Old-World

kingdom up in business.

It was strange gossip To the north of them—and

not very far at that; old Fort Pelly lay within twenty

miles—the Hudson Bay Company, the oldest of charter-

ed traders, still lorded it over the tribes. In dark woods,

on open prairies stood the forts with their storehouses,

fur lofts waiting, groups of Indians. There Factor,

Clerk, the Bois Bruits still Uved and loved in the primi-

tive fashion, careless of the settlement, first wave of

civilization that was lipping around their borders. So

the talk ran on fur packs, mishaps by trail or river,

sinister doings in the far north, where the aftermath

of the Metis rebellion was still simmering. A wild bud-

get! What between it and Carter's choring, dark was

settling as he and the priest entered Morrill's cabin.

Both started at what they saw. Despite Carter's

optimism in Helen's presence, he had been fully alive

to Morrill's condition, yet— he now stood, shocked,

grieved in the presence of the expected.

The sick man was wellnigh spent, yet the stroke of

death brought only a spark from his iron courage.

"Another hemorrhage!" he whispered. "Shortly after

you left. No, don't go for Helen. She gets so little

pleasure. It is all over. I'll be all right to-morrow."

But it was not all over—though it would be "right"

on the morrow. The rising moon saw Carter's ponies

scouring the ghostly snows.

It had been a jolly party, skating in the afternoon,

music and dancing in the evening; then, as reserve

thawed under the prolonged association, they had fallen

to playing Christmas games. Forfeits were being "de-
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rfared " as Carter reined in at the door, and Mrs LesUe'.mern; tones fell like blasphemy upon his ear

fine or superfine?"

MoSu^X-^'tV''' ,r* •" ««'-' Captain

whinpLhere7LT2^^^^^^

"Don't—please!"
Now. under Christmas license no girl is particularlvave^e to bemg kissed, and had Mol^^ux go^alS

mo e fha"fthf
°"* "' "^''" '^^ P^^babl/ offered nomore than the conventional resistance. But when he

.n,»?i^
the abandon of lovers, she broke his «iD

"'.f^^„^.';P--<i -g-n against the door.stnaggledma^J:

There was no mistaking her accent. A flame of an-ger. leaping, confusing, blinded Carter His e^rv m^

frorth'.''" "Itl"
^"PP"^ °" H^'«"'^ shouMer and

SgWkr^waT "^ '''"'' -"* ^°'y-ux'st^i'

fh.^n
^'=^'°'\<='«a^ed his brain, calmed the great musclesthat qmvered under his furs with primordilTrmpX to

from'hutr Th?h '"^f
''''" ^'"^ ^'^ tanTe flash

d^^^» i !^ ^^'P '*y °" th« fl°°-- with the han-

ine guests in their postures of uneasy astonishmentBefore his mental vision rose the scene he had^stTeftthe pnest kneeling in prayer beside a dying mai
'

The reaction of his shove had thrown Helen in aeainsth m and her touch recalled his mission. "YourSer- he began, then paused. He had meant tL b«ak
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lapsed on his arm. ^ '" *"' ^y^- ^^ «>'-

cie M^;:;e:^"trth?d'
•" t^e moomight ^r Helen,

the^bearoo. .he. .he woSeT^^pX^^S
heS^t-j^rs^;-^^^^^^

to announS bad ne4 by\^a£7''^ '" '*""''*°'^

door but with us-iTiilSih^r .t
^^"«--'^

mimicry was perfect
^""""^^ ^'^'«^-"- »«

when it ain't agreeable'to JtUpZie^!^"'^''
''^''"''^

Who told you it wasn't ?"
^My ear. If your's didn't-it needs training "

not forget!"
'^'^~^°' *''" P^«^«- B«t I shall

Carter smiled at the moon. "Looks Uke storm?"
6i



VII

IIS. PLYNN STEPS INTO THB BRBACH

AFTER putting forth a feeble struggle on the mom-

i ing of the funeral, the pale winter sun retired for

good as the north wind began to herd the drift over

vast white steppes. Though fire had been kept up all

night in Morrill's cabin by Mrs. Flynn, who had come

in to perform the last offices, a pail of water hrd frozen

soUd close to the stove. After a quai ter of an hour m
the oven, a loaf of bread yet showed frost crystals in its

centre at breakfast; a drop of coffee congealed as it fell

in the saucer.

It was. indeed, the hardest of weather. By noon a

half-inch of ice levelled the window-panes with the sash;

pouring through the key-hole a spume of fine drift laid

a white finger across the floor. Outside, the spirit ther-

mometer registered forty-five below. The very air was

frozen, blanketing the snow with lurid frost clouds.

Yet, though a pair of iridescent "sun-dogs" gave storm

warnings, a score of Canadian settlers, men and wc ten,

assembled for the service in the cabin. Severe, silent,

they sat around on boards and boxes, eying Mrs. Leslie

and other EngUsh neighbors with great disfavor, in-

wardly critical of the funeral a-rangements. For cere-

mony and service had been stripped of the lugubrious

attributes which gave mournful satisfaction to the

primitive mind. Helen herself, in her quiet grief, was

a disappointment; and she wore no black or other
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grievous emblem. Worse! The casket-lid was screwed
down, and, filched of their prerogative of "viewing the
corpse," they turned gloomy faces to the theological

student who had come out from Lone Tree.

Here was an additional disappointment. Afterwards,
in the stable, it was held that he had not improved the
occasion. Of Morrill, who had been so lax in his attend-

ance at occasional preachings as to justify a suspicion

of atheism, he could have made an edifying text, thrill-

ing his hearers with doubts as to whether the man was
altogether fallen short of grace. But there was none of

this. Just a word on the brother's sunny nature and
brave fight against wasting sickness, and he was passed
without doubt of title to mansions in the skies.

"I don't call that no sermon," Hines growled, as he
thrust a frosty bit into his pony's mouth. "Missed all

the good points, he did."

"Never heerd the like," said Shinn, his neighbor,

nearest in disposition as well as location. "Not a bit

of crape for the pall-bearers. I know a person that
ain't going to be missed much."

"I've heerd," another man said, "as he doubted the

Scriptures. If that is so— Is it true as the Roman
priest was with him at the last?"

Hines despondently nodded. "We'll hope for the

best," he said, with an accent that murdered the hope.

Shinn, however, who never could compass the art of

suggestion, gave plainer terms to his thought. "There
ain't a doubt in my mind. It's a warning to turn from
the paths he trod."

"You needn't be scairt." From the gloom of the far

comer, where he was harnessing the team that was to

draw the burial sleigh, Bender's voice issued. "You
needn't be scairt. There ain't a damn one of you travel-

ling his trail."
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Entued a sUence, then Hines snarled, "No, an' I ain't
agoing to follow him on this. If you feUows want to

Shll^C" '"^'''" ^*" "^ '''^ ^^^ -y
"You're what?"
Hines quailed as Bender's huge body and blue-scarred

face matenahzed from the gloom. "I said as 'twas too
cold to go to the grave."
"You did, eh? Well, you're going. Not that your

presence is necessary, but just because you ain't to be
al owed to show disrespect to a better man than your-
self. Tie up that hoss. You're agoing to ride with
me. An if there's any other man as thinks his teamamt fit to buck the drifts"— his fierce eyes searched
for opposition— "he'll find room in my sleigh."
So with Hines—albeit much against his will—heading

the procession, a long Une of sleighs sped through the
mirk dnft to the lonely acre which had been set apart
for thehng sleep. A few posts and a single wire mark-
ed It off from white wastes, and through these the drift
flew with sibilant hiss, piling against the mounded grave
which Flynn and Carter had thawed out and dug, inch
by inch, with many fires, these last two days. And there
was smaU ceremony. King Frost is no respecter of per-
sons, freezes aUke the quick and the dead. Removing
his cap to offer a short prayer, the student's ears turned
deathly white; while he rubbed them with snow, the
mourners spelled one another with the shovels, working
furiously m vain efforts to warm chilled blood. Roughly
filled, the grave was left to be smoothed in warmer sea-
son; the Uving fled, leaving the dead with the drift, the
frost, the wind, stem ministers of the illimitable.
No woman had dared the weather. Lying in the

bottom of a sled, under hides and blankets, with hot
stones at hands and feet. Helen had gone home with
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who rode together '" '**'^° ^'y"« and Carter!

wJ^aw^rra^rn^' r""'' ''^'^ - '- « ^e

j^^earHed had
^^'''^:\X:r^:^t:tJxr^,

rshfL'^o'cYoorberSi r?'"^-'"
^^^ «-hed.

ing house for him " * P'*"*' "» » "*«« or keep

-

giving Carter the tail of L3Z 1 "f
.°'^-" ^hen,

be nothing else for it-„ow?"^ ' ^'^'^''*' ^^"t there'll

and°tJ;^ott?.^S ^Tks^'S- h"^'^"-- ^-
your families grow „p in'tforct^'^.^'^il^A^'^t

eyes twinWed H^bC Zfs"' St^''^
Ashman's

however, he answered "An- It ^^'^^"•K 'gnorance.

"'&^oS^. ^"^ ^^ ^-n crt^r - '^ --

^-^jr^tfin'ro^ "'J^'^^ - *he o<.a-
nolack av children /o" the slSe'^.''- ,

'^°' '^ere'U be
you- There, don't JeJ^w ™h°?'' Z^ ^''y- ''^en
order of nature; an' Pm not hu^ ' ^'' '^^'^ the
as she's pretty PuttW ^°^« y«' ^he's sweet
tion, I'd do it'^^or her ffi/°. "1*. ^* »^ the ^fs
if we can corral the baihets Bu°^'^

* ^ «> h^d^
And Flynn went about it with ^i ^^" '^^ *° '»=•"

«ty mberent in his race •• We'S 11*1^°"'''=^ ^^^a*:-weu not be spreading the
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news much, he told the married men to whom he broach,
ed the subject. " Not a word till we get 'em in meeting,
or they'll organize an' vote us down."

.'iccordingly the summons to gather in public meeting
was issued without statement of purpose, a mystery
that brought out every settler for twenty miles around.
An hour before tim?, some fifty men, rough-looking
fellows in furs, arctic socks, moose -skins, and mocca-
sins, crowded into the post-office, which, as most cen-
trally located, was chosen for the meeting.
The expected opposition developed as soon as the

postmaster, who presided, mentioned "eddycation."
"More taxation!" a bachelor roared. "You're to

marry the girls an' we're to eddycate the kids!"
"Right you are, Petei" others chorused.
But Flynn was ready. "Is that you, Pete Ross?"

He transfixed the speaker with his blue twinkle. "An'
yerself coorting the Brown girl so desprit that she don't
get time to comb her hair rjiny more?
"An" you, Bill MacCloud," he went on, as Peter,

growling that he "wasn't married yet," carried his
blushing face behind the stove, "you that's galloping
your ponies so hard after the Baker giri. Twins it was,
twice running, in her mother's family, an' well ye know
it. A pubUc school ain't good enough for you. Bill?
Which is to be—a governess, or a young ladies' simi-
nery?"

So, one after another, Flynn smote the bachelors.
Had a man so much as winked at a girl, it made a text
for a sermon that was witty as risque.
Yet he was so good-tempered about it that by the

time he had finished grilling the last victim the first-
cooked were joining their laughter to that of the mar-
ried men.
Then Flynn turned his eloquence upon a common
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could expend eShuSrcH/^r ^"'^'^ '^' ''"^ they
they wouTd distntSStS SsTm?"'/"^^

^^"•
one man cut logs, another hewT.em^t^'; ''r^^^-'^'--
and so on! Every man shnnM i,

'' '^'"*' "=^.
the divil would Sr^itl ° '^ ^^""^ * '^""'^"•t. *"' vh„
lators.

"^ ***^* ^^'^ raised on th. sf-ccu-

thJ\rL£3r'°^;;,^o:'rrn-^ ?°"^";- *''^* ''-''^'^

teacher, a right smart^o'VUTn'!^..''^^^ ^P""^'^ «

would ca"l it seST" '"' '™ ^'^°''-'''« bachelors

her cabin, a deputatfonToLSg fTr'-Fltn ^^'°

bioroX^ti^ttion^' r-' ^ --">^«i
ther^ for the hour^elrld^o^^ t%^^ ""'^ ^° "^
Carter had swept out 'hedrilLf '^^ ^^'°"gi°g='.

the fires. So the olacp w==
' morning and put on

all its cheer on e„Srin7shr?^ ^"5 ^"^'"- ^^t. with
sionate grief. For nothing

•''''? '°'° ^^^ «"' Pas-
thingsof a dead person and '.V°

"'."^'^ ""^« «^ the
on objects her brother h^duJd'^"' ^'' ^'""^^ ^^"
Carter left her to have her c^ n '*

°'""'"? the cause,

chores, and when heTetuLTshe w "
r*!"'' °^ ^*^»"«

So while she worked he 4ed «ol^:"'^ r'"^"^-

-M require a suJJrg^°- ^ -h^''- ^t
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ket, he would advance the money on her shan He
did not mention the fact that he would have to b- rrow
it himself at usurer's interest. As to the homertead:
Land was unsalable since the bottom fell out of the
boom, but in any case it was advisable to hold for the
values that wou'd accrue with the coming of the rail-
road. He would rent it, on settler's terms, paying road-
work and taxes tor use of the broken land.

As, kindly thoughtful for her interests, he ran on,
she rose from her packing, grasped his hand impulsive-
ly, squeezed his arm to her bosom.
"You have been so good!" The sunsets in her cheeks,

the softness of her glance, her touch, almost upset his
reason. But he resisted a mad impulse.

"Nonsense!" he said, when he could trust himself to
speak. "I'm going to make money off you."

"Really?" she asked, smiling.

"ReaUy," he si.jled back.
"I—^wish you could," she sighed. "But T am afraid

you are saying that to please me. Well, you know best.
Do as you please."

Had he done as he pleased, the question of their mutual
interests would have been simply solved. But the time
was not ripe. He was too shrewd to mistake gratitude
for love.

"Now," he said, resolutely thrusting away tempta-
tion, "if it's any of my dam business—what are your
plans?"

"My plans?" Leaning on the table beside him, she
gazed dreamily upon the frosted panes. The question
forced in upon h^r the imminence of impending cha.ige
and brought a feeling of strong r'Jvulsion. The ties that
death forges are stronger than those of life. It 'vas in-
expressibly painful, just then, to think of leaving the
land which held her recent dead.
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Bast. But^as 'il.Zr:ZiL tl fS^' ^^

the groan of frosty runCs '*' '™^^' ''^

it's the only cron the fr^ct !
^epytation. Being as

ping to Jse a'fewlXr wi^'wSrL'r
^^

lady to teach our school " *°^ y°™S^

-S:"z5^::t3^--— the

whJhTeadTed -S i^sThrf
'' ^'^"" ^°'"^°^'^<*= *°

time ye-Il have a few"av ^ot ot"' '

'"""' ^^° ''^

did^te.^'-.yriirsir-'p'^^'^f ^-^^ ^'-'^-^ --
"nt, " t ^"™' ™a am—an' spell

?"

school"''''
^h^—dhim. "I graduated from high-

to get that much f^r our money o'wJ^fV ^^^^^'^

go a bit easy at first leTtth^'-nT "'"' ''^^^ y°"
.ntellec-s among the^dfs""" *" '°"'' 'P''^^''
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WHEN APRIL SMILED AGAIN

WE'LL begin right soon on the building," Mr.
Glaves had said at parting So whon the mercury

began to take occasional flights aoove zero in the last

days of February, a gang turned loose in the bush.
For two weeks thereafter falling trees and the bell-like

tinkle of a broadaxe disturbed the forest silence. Thf-
spring rode in on the back of a Chinook wind and caught
them hauling. Ensued profanity. Thawing quickly,
the ioose snows slid away from the packed trails, causmg
the sleds to "cut off"; the bush road wa= mottled with
overturned loads. .\lso the brilliant sun turned the
snowscape into one huge reflector. Faces frizzied.

Dark men took the colors of raw beefsteak, fair men
peeled and cracked liW over-ripe tomatoes. Yet they
persisted, and one day m early Apnl stood off to look
on their finished work: "Chinked." .sod-roofed, plas-
tered, the log school-house gleamed yellow under the
rays of the dying sun— education, the forerunner of
civilization, had settled in the land.

As his cabin was nearest th<- school, the honor of
boarding the teacher fell ^o the postmaster; and though
her choice caused heart-buming.s among others who
had coveted the distinction, it was conceded wise. For
not only did the Glaves's establishment boast the only
partitioned room in tne Canadian settlement, but his
wife, a tall, gaunt woman, excelled in the concoction of
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sources o/aainhtSflanT"^^^ ^'^ °"* *^« -

quiethood before authority Zf

-

own misgivings. Teacher JnH^ 7 Possessed of its

other wifh secret awe But fhi^
^" "''''"^"^ °"^ ^"-

toiled amicably aloL f."' *'"V°°"
^°--« «« ^nd they

arithmetical pffanland^r '^
"'^'"'^ ^'"'l^ ^'""ng

glories. It wa Ji esf^npH ,f" '^"^s to academif
said Visitation: Sne?;, ;^ LS"?-; *'" ^"^"^^

?Sif"re^.^ ^"^ -^ -d inVeS:^^:ri-

^ ctiS af^rn^^tfofd'^r^' ^'^'="f*

though all the strav r=.tti 7 c? '^° '' seemed as

for the sc£^'Xe?t wS'"'''^^^^°"."<l''-ded
variations on the fact "hflsle^ '^ ""P"'* '" "°e^"g
berry steer with a whitl \ u

'""^ "°' ^'"''' » straw-
,m;i„ 1

"""^ P^t^'i on the left flanV " h=,

Ttl^t^^o^^StrS wolir^^'
-'^^e-ownt'

;.s^.reS^^P^- wh^t^xs
had deveCrfor'thV^orS'^tfr "''^'' '"^^

J^PPy m a .niet way as time^dS ^d^—y-

to their kn.T:.,ff thev hart t,! 1
^"^"^mg strictly

out the warpJ^ ^t ' '"''"' "°°' '" -"^

tude'if 'm;° K- bt" r ^''^'^'"<=^' •" *•" ^-ti-

".anic.a^lh=-^;^%--^';-was
7'
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tin philosophers answer the question, "Can the leopard
change his spots or the Ethiop his skin?" Mrs. Leslie
was not fundamentally vicious. Like the average of
men and women, she would have preferred to have been
good, and, given a husband whom she feared and loved,
she might have developed into a small Puritan mightily
jealous for their mutual prestige. Lacking this, how-
ever, she was as a straw in a comer, ready to rise at
the first wind puff. If, so far, she had Uved in the fear
of Mrs. Grundy, her conformity inhered in two causes-
no man in her own set had stirred her nature, and, till
Helen came, the winds of Opportunity had blown away
from Carter.

What drew her to him she herself could hardly have
said; and if the cause is to be found outside of the
peculiar texture of her own nature, it must be in the
natural law which makes opposites attract. Nature
wars incessantly against the stratification which pre-
cedes social decay. Whether of blood or water, she ab-
hors stagnation. Her torrential floods cleanse the back-
waters of languid streams; passionate impulses, such
as Mrs. Leslie's, provide for the injection into worn-out
strains of the rich corpuscles that bubble from the soil.
Carter's virile masculinity, contrasting so strongly with
the amiable effeminacy of her own set, therefore attract-
ed Mrs. Leslie, and, having now lassoed Opportunity—
in the shape of Helen—she hitched the willing beast and
drove him tandem with inclination.

Either by intuition or knowledge subtly wormed from
himself or others, she learned Carter's habits, and no
matter the direction of the drives which she and Helen
took together, it was pure accident if they 'lid not come
in touch with him. Also at intervals they i ailed at his
cabin, after one of which visits Mrs. Lesli- put the
house-cleaning idea into Helen's head, insinuating it so
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as 'In'thlTr"
'"' ^7"''"^ '" ""*'<^y ^" ^l^^ exclaimed,as on that occasion they drove homeward. "Harnesscooking-pots, provisions, all in a tangle. BachelorTare'such grubby creatures! But really, m'y dear, hede™

s^mtnTtS"'"^-
'°"''^"'^ -^ ^° something.-hire

it d[dtn.'''.M
=°""'';'' °".the ffirl's grateful enthusiasm,

r,f^'
'",^^"'='"'" ^''^"<'e- the two descended upon thecabm with soap pails, and hot water. Mrs. Leslie, thedelicate, white-armed woman who kept a girl to do he?own work, rolled up her sleeves and fell to work Uke"charwoman; and it is doubtful if she were ever happier

1W.1 f r
'''"l,,^''P«"ding, in service, her reserve of

.llegal feeling. There was. indeed, something pitiful in

Jem,r, '"'I?^-
^'''^"' *'^ ^'^^"'"^' done^he sitdemurely mending a rent in Carter's coat, she mighthave been the young wife of her imaginings.

^

Her sentimental expression moved Helen to laughterYou look so domestic!" she tittered. "S^ ;oft and
contemplative. One would think—

"

Mrs. Leslie was too clever for transparent denial

.if*?,""^ "^'f'
.'^^ answered. "I like him. He's

awfully dear.'' And her expressed preference affectedHe en-helped to break down the last barriers of castefeebng between herself and Carter. Till then she hadalway, maintained a slight reserve towards him butwhen, coming in unexpectedly, he caught them at 'their
labors, she was as free and frank with him as she hadever been with a man of her old set. The change ex-
pressed Itself in her hand -shake at parting, though it fell
far short of Mr.. Leslie s lingering pressi^e.
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latter
''?«4^7"'' f '^^ ''"^"*"y ^"d quality of thelatter, Carter may have returned it, or Mrs Le,I,> m^!have mistaken the reaction of her own grin for 1 ^

of social moraUty only because ,n fll fl \ ?
'^""^

sorted With inchLion^ in^Tn.Xl:;^^,'!^'^^
that of her own o easure i> ™-oc „„} ,

until she wouldVcre'lrprf^eruTtrb!/'"^
reputation against indulgence

^ ''^'^"''^

onJil'H
'*'"'f ?^'' ^ '°"P''= °f '"""f h^ after Helen hadopened up school, and would have happened scLner bS

bSder""Not7hafr°r^""°' '^ «'^ '"^^^ ^"-t a

h r "elinK Two m' T '^"°'""' °^ '"'^'ff^^^"' to

-nco.5et^.:^^^--^-;^^ed.^^^

..^0 the. eon,. . f^V^iTiJl::^. "^^

sieh fra- th* »-^ *" st.a>,
. he wouid not barter asigii tor the ptsBhaole commocAty Elin^ Leslu. offered
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this, taaginin, thl^ he":!^^^Tfhe""' "f
^'-"

that I think we ought to i'h™ """^T"' °^ ««'«°
husband one day and Led I

"P" "''^ ^^ t° her
Pidity lent it^lioetr^tt' "'^ ^^'^-"atured stu-

.

Unfortunately f^IJsSf'cT;"'""'^
^^"^<^-

itously blind to his interest-^r.h
"•'"^"'^ ""f«''=-

ly, he refused to be ' taken ~"1^ff
^"^ "• ^^S^''-^

excuses to all of LeJ^-7 ^' ."^"^"^S good-natured
left but the occ^ionf

'"^"^""ns. So nothing was
week-end visitrind LTdTd"" '^'^' '^ «''^'^'

selves to Mrs. Leslie'snumul i^' f^^^^ '^'^ them-
her up-as hap"e'"edZfZ tiY°'T? ^'^'^^
his monopoly; vvhile Cart,- - in I 7 ""^"^^ ^"^' "^ °^

dcvn to s'ee inny In Lo"e C'" °"" '"" '"

she^oLd herLK-nr^h^boT ''' '''- ^^-^^

former, and once convTnced of hif"
"''™'" " ^ '•'^-

herself, the fact that AlXn.
^'ncenty towards

of a s,nner increat^^ ra?W tT "f '"^""''^ =°™'-'th.„g

She experienced the jov of
,"'" f"''' '"=' ""^•'-•"

strings, ignoring thV^l ,! J^^^ ^^^^
'»" ". lead.ng-

her with rending fangs Fc, I n i,

^"'"""^ '^f""
to exercse it for hs good and fHt

'"'''''' '^' '^"^

b-ness as . tt we.^nofaToti^^rrrr^^dlj!
7'i
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gerotts one at that. Anyway, she rode and drove withJum so much that spring and summer that she practically
anmhjlated Mrs. Leslie's chances of seeing Carter
That lady could, however, and did observe him in

secret Ridmg from home while Leslie was busy seed-mg she would make a wide d<?tour, keeping the low-

r. '«"^
"i"

^""^ "P' ""°bserv. ,, in a poplar clurao
tnat afforded a near view of Car u s Belds.
One day will example a scor- of others. It was as

aforesaid, seeding-time. Stripped of her snowy bodice
the earth lay as some brown virgin, her bosom bared toman s woomg and the kisses of the sun and rain. From
her covert Mrs. Leslie could see his ox -team slowly
crawhng upon the brown fields which, as yet, had known
no beanng yoke. Those days love was suggested by
everythmg in nature. The air quivered in passionate
hnes down the horizon. Warmth, light, love were omni-
present. By every slough the mallard brooded Over-
head the wild goose winged northward to bring forth her
kind on the rim of polar seas. Prairie cocks nrimped
and ruffled on every knoll before their admiring hensTo her It seemed that birds and beasts, flesh and fowl
were happier than she in their matings. Passionately
with bursting sighs, she strained at her chains, wildly
challenging the marriage institution which has slowlv
evdved from the travail of a thousand generations

Hers was the old struggle between the flesh and the
spirit, the struggle that gave the sexless desert its her-
mit population. With this difference : Ancestry had be-
queathed to her no spirit. She had nothing to pit
against the flesh but her own unruly inclination For
her the battle jffered no meed of victory in the form of
chastity triumphant. The "dice of God were loaded"-
she was striving against the record of foolish or vicious'
fathers. And she played so hard! At times, httle
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I m afraid I shall have to trouble you oH" rideMr. Carter; my saddle-girth has buret " ^ " ''^^ ^ ""^^^

ha„Jed"herT„'
'^ ^''- '''' '"°°^'" ^^ «^'--d. as he

halidklrchS-'
'"'"^ '*°"" ^"' y°" P'«^ tie this

before he threwL middle o„beL"d "T™he '.'
^"'

looked on. her jiupUsSed in'hfhalfthf
. "'"' ^'^

Dlack as velvet intPn^ifviL ^ '' '^''S^' ^°ft.

pectation and« ^ i' ^h?"" h
""'""^^ °^ ^='-

pains he was at with her etillarld"""* '"
i*"^

o^rw^rr^'^- -'- --^S thTjroTorw.t
ohe glanced up, tentatively, once twiop = ^
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the gathering night, rattled on until a slab of light burst
through the darkness.

Followed Leslie's voice. "Hullo, Elinor! What's the
matter?"

She stiflfened—Carter felt her stiffen as in a mortal
rigor—but she answered, in level tones: "Oh, nothing
much. My saddle-girth burst and Mr. Carter kindly
drove me home. Won't you come in f Well—I'm ever
so much obliged. Good-night."

Whirling homeward through the soft dusk, the tumult
which had confused Carter resolved into its elements,
shame, chagrin, wonder, and disgust. Each swayed
him in turn, then faded, leaving pity. Flaring up in
his cabin, his match revealed only concern on his sun-
burned face. Taking a packet from under the pillow
of his bunk, he unfolded it upon the table, exposing a
glove, a ribbon, and some half-dozen hairs that gleamed,
threads of gold, under the lamplight. One by one he
had gleaned them, picking the first from the back of
Helen's coat one day coming out of Lone Tree.
As he leaned over the trove there was no mawkish

sentimentality in his look, rather it expressed wonder
wonder at himself. For his life had not always jibed
with the canons. To him in their appointed seasons
had come the heats of youth; and if now they had
merged in the deeper instinct which centres on a single
mate, the change had been sub-conscious. The house
he had built, the land he tilled, the herds he had gathered
about him were all products of this instinct, provision
against mating, for the one—when he should find her.
Yet, though found, he wondered; wondered at the pow-
erful grip which that small hand had wound into his
heart-strings, that those golden threads should be able
to bind with the strength of cables.
He did not puzzle long. Prcs-ntly concern again
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ta'Chott;r.,j::.f:: sr' ,v^««
was o.e

saw her when, i„ thj privacy of hir h^'°
"° Tsnatched the mask from h,:, .

bedroom, she

she stared duHy at fa^.t oK
" /' ^''' ^'"P^^^^d,

touched a portra^it" Sl°Sr ^esS ' tUTh^

face ravin, in' Sss^wtp r^' IZ t ^™""^
length on the bed she writhprtM,., ^'"^'"'^^ ="
her dinched fists mt^thf;^^ tr b Hh^^h

"'"^''

hands, soft arms Sho ,„S- ,
'"'-™' '"='' o''^

beltttte hell ™u%. T„T ".forht' 'J",*"'"
*""

woman—the mnro ^, -

'ashes a dangerous

ward indication of thf™"' 'f
""'•= ^"^^^ ^^s no out-

whom Mojr. toJ hrr;tt^ h^- 7''' ™^"'
she was, if anvthiHT tf"; ? '

^^^ "^''' week-end,

ih. door iv'iiv Srr r^'u'" '" »! "«

"Calvert, you amuse me."
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"Why?" he asked, flushing.

"Such devotion in that last lingering glance. It was

worthy of a boy in a spasm of calf-love rather than the

dashing cavalryman who has tried to add my reputation

to the dozen that hang at his belt."

Moljmeux shrugged denial. "That's not true, Elinor.

I'm too good a hunter to stalk the imattainable."

She laughed, bowing. "Do I sit on such high peaks

of virtue?"

"Or of indifference. It amounts to the same. Any-

way, I saw that there was no chance for me."

Again she laughed. "What significance
T'

"Well— I'm not blind, as— Leslie, for instance. I

only wonder."

"At what?"
"Your taste."

She made a face at Helen's distant figure. "I might

return your thought. After all, Calvert, from our view-

point, you know, she's only a higher type of native

—

dreadfully anthropomorphic."

"Exactly," he answered. "And that's why I"

—

pausing, he substituted an adverb more in accordance

with Mrs. LesUe's ironical mood —"like her. She's

fresh, sound, and clean of body and mind. Clings to

the ideals we chucked overboard a hundred years ago^
lives up to them with all the vim and push of her race.

She stirs me—

"

"As a cocktail does a jaded palate," Mrs. Leslie inter-

posed. "And a good enough reason; it will serve for

us both, since you are so frank, Calvert. It is not your

fancy I am laughing at, but your diffidence, the morbid

respectability with which you wait till it pleases her to

give that which you have been accustomed to command
from others. It is quite touching. . . . But why this

timidity ? Why do you linger ?'

'
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"Because—" He paused, feeling it impossible to
yield the real reason up to her uiockery; to tell that the
girl had touched a deeper chord of feeling than had ever
been reached by a woman's hand; that she had broken
the cynical crust which had been formed by years of
association with the sophisticated women of the army
set. He threw the onus back on her. "That's rich,
Elinor. Here, for m^inths, you have fenced her about;
given her steady tuaperonage; warned me to tone'
down to avoid giving offence. Now you ask why.?
Have you forgotten how you rated me for my violence
in pressing her under the mistletoe?"

"Pish!" She contemplated him scornfully. "I only
advised caution. And then—" She also paused; then,
thrusting reserve to the winds, went on: "And then
she hadn't come between me and—my wish. Now she
has. And let me tell you, my friend "—she returned to
her "cocktail" simile—"that while you linger, inhaling
virginal aromas, a strong hand will slip in and drain the
glass. Will you stand by and see her sweetness sipped
by another? Now, don't strike me."
He looked angry enough to do it, but contented himself

with throwing back her question, "Why do you linger?"
"Because I cannot drain my cup"—her lips quiver-

ed thirstily—"till yours is out of the way. He has the
bad taste to prefer her spotlessness to my—

"

"Sophistication?" he supplied.

She nodded. "Thanks. And he will continue to do
so until you take her out of the way. So—^it is up to
you, as the boys say. I think, too, that she suspects
that my interest is not altogether platonic, and as a
commodity enhances in value as it is desired by others,
her Hking may be spurred into love. At present she's
balanced. Likes you, I know. Better strike while the
iron is hot."
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"I would if I thought— " he began, then went on,
musingly: "But I've sized it up as slow-going. Didn't
think she was the kind that can be rushed."

Mrs. Leslie snorted her disdain. "You? With all

your experience! To set her on a pinnacle! How long
before you men will learn that we would rather be taken
down and be hugged. While the saint worships at the
shrine the sinner steals the image. I warrant you my
big American won't waste any time on his knees. How-
ever, I've warned—here comes Fred from the stables."
That was not the end of their talk. It recurred at

every opportunity; and by the time Helen returned
Molyneux was persuaded against his better judgment
that he had gone too easily about his wooing.
"What thou doest, do quickly," she whispered, as he

went out to hitch to take Helen home. And as they
drove away she gazed long after them from the door.
What was she thinking? Given a woman of firmer

texture, one whose acts flowed from steady impulses, in
turn the effects of settled character, thought may be
guessed. But Mrs. Leslie's light nature veered to every
wind of passion. She could not even hate consistently.
Was she swayed altogether b/ revenge, or, as hinted by
her talk with Molyneux, was hope beginning to rise from
the ashes of despair?
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THE DEVIL

"H

IP. as said the devil can quote Scripture for his own

gone slowly But if, in brains and capacity he tow-ered above the average of his remittance-feLws. letaint of his ancient blood yet showed in a pliabili v tosuggestion a childish eagerness to snatch unripe f^iTWhereas by a quiet apology, he had l""g ago repaired

Srfoi^-iste^
^'"^^ --- '^ ' ---^

Z 'J^^r^"-^*-
But her delicacies of cream and rot,

did not require the accentuation of coquetry. It wasthe healthy coquetry of the young animal, 7o be s^reunconscious, as much as can be. She need not!Wever, have authonzed his gallantries with laugh and

Ztrr"''' T- ^^"^ ^'" ^''^"==^'^ h'^ limitations, h^

i^lSbTur^'
"'°^'^^"^"- *° p--- -°«-i

thi^l*'"^^"^'
^^^ ^^^ ^"* ^ '=°"f"=e<l "°ti°n how the

wh^f TT ^J"
P^""- "^^y '^"S'^^d, chatted, jested,while the tenderness in his manner bordered more andmore on the famiUar. He had been telling h" ofS
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strange manisme custom of an Afghan tribe and had

asked how she would Uke such a forceful wooing.

"I think," she answered, "that a strain of the primi-

tive inheres in our most cultured women. I'm siire I

could never love a man who was not my master."

She spoke thoughtfully, considering the proposition

in the abstract; but he, in his blind folly, interpreted

concretely. In the sudden lighting of his face she read

her mistake. But before she could put out a hand in

protest, his arms were about her, his searching lips

smothered her cry. She fought wildly, spent her

strength in a desperate effort, then capitulated— lay,

panting, while he fed on her face, neck, hair, her lips.

And it was well she did. Prolonged resistance would

only have provoked him to freer license. As it was,

mistaking quiescence for acquiescence, he presently held

her off that his hot eyes might share the spoil.

She now fully realized her danger. His expression,

the glassy look of his eyes filled her with repulsion, but

she summoned to her aid all the craft that centuries of

dire need have bred in her race. She smiled up in his

face, rather a pallid smile, but sufficient for his fooUng.

A playful hand held him back from another kiss.

"You are very rough," she whispered.

"Consider the provocation," he answered, dodging the

hand.

She tried not to shrink. "You upset me," she mur-

mured. "I am quite faint. Is there any water near

by?"
She had noticed a slough ahead. Driving into it, he

bent over and wet her handkerchief.

"Now if I could only drink."

He stepped ankle-deep into the water. "Out of my
hands." But as he stooped, with concave palms, there

came a rattle behind him.
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Uttering an oath, he sprang—too late. As he waded
to_ dry land she swung the ponies in a wide circle and
reined in about fifty yards away. While he looked
sheepishly on, she wiped her face with the kerchief,
rubbed and scrubbed till the skin shone r-id where his
lips had touched, then tossed the kerchief towards him
and drove on,

A prey to remorse, shame, he stood gazing after.
All said, a man's ideals are formed by the people about
him. A virtuous woman, a leal friend, raise his stand-
ard for the race; and just then Molyneux would have
given his Ufe to place himself in the friendly relation
that obtained between them a half-hour ago.
But he could not. Nor couW all of Helen's vigorous

rubbing remove the memory of those shameful kisses.
Her bitten lips were scarlet whi;n, a quarter-hour later,
she rattled up to Carter's shanty; her eyes were heavy
with unshed tears.

Now here was a first-class opportunity for him to play
the fool. An untimely question, a little idiotic sympa-
thy would have put him in a worse case with her than
Molyneux. But though inwardly perturbed, shaking
with anxiety, he kept a grip on himself.

"Such reckless driving!" he exclaimed, harking back
to her own words on that first drive from Lone Tree.
Then solemnly surveying Molyneux's hat, which was
perched funnily on the seat beside her, he went on,
"Looks like you've lost a passenger."

His twinkle removed the tension. Looking down on
the hat, she laughed; and if, a minute later, she cried,
the tears that wet his shoulder were not cast against him.

"If ycu will return the ponies," she said, when her
cry was out—she had already told him enough to ex-
plain the situation—" I'll stay here till you come back
and then you may drive me home—if you will?"
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"And 111 find him?" She laughed at his comical
accent as he intended she should.

"About three miles back."

"Any message?"
She sensed the menace. "Oh no! If you quarrel,

I'll never, never forgive you. Now,please!" Sheplaced
her hand on his arm.

"All right," he agreed, and, five minutes later drove
off with the Devil pony in leash behind.

From afar Molyneux saw him coming and braced
for the encounter, but Carter had gotten himself well

in hand. "Miss Morrill," he said, "is real sorry she

couldn't hold the ponies. But, Lordy, man, you oughtn't

to have gone picking flowers."

"He's lying!" Molyneux thought, but followed the

lead. "Yes, it was careless. But, you know, it is al-

ways the unexpected that happens."

"You're dead right there."

The significance caused Moljmeux to redden; but he

tried to carry it off easily. "And I'm much obliged to

you, Mr. Carter. Can't I drive you home ?"

Turning from cinching his saddle. Carter regarded
him steadily. "Obliged to you, sir. I'm a bit partic-

ular in ray choice of company."
The contempt stung Molyneux to retort: "You are

plain-spoken, but I'm told the trait is common in Amer-
icans. Fortunately for us outsiders, your women are

more complaisant."

It only led him deeper. Giving a lasi vicious tug at

the cinch, Carter vaulted into the saddle. "Yes," he

shot back, as he arranged his bridle, "they make a

mistake now and then, but it don't take 'em long to

find it out." And he galloped away with easy honors.

Reining in at his own door half an hour later, he
legarded with astonishment a transformation which had
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occurred in his absence. Instead of the woman, beau-
tiful in her angry tears, a demure girl came out to meet
turn. While he was gone she had bathed her red eyes
then, to reUeve a headache, had let down her hair and
braided it into a plait of solid gold. Thick as Carter's
wnrt, It hung so low that, obedient to his admiring sug-
gestion, she easily knitted it about her waist.

'•You look," he said, "more Hke school- girl than
school-marm."

With that simple coiffure displaying the girlish line
of her head and neck, she might, indeed, have easily
passed for eighteen. It accentuated a wee tip-tilt of
her pretty nose, a leaning to the retrousse that had been
the greatest trial of her youth and still caused her occa-
sional qualms. Could she have realized the piquancy
It lent to features that, otherwise, had been too regular
or have known the sensation it caused her companion
as he looked dowi on it and her eyelashes fluttering upfrom eyes that were wide and grave with question
One glance reassured her. His unruffled calm the

ironic humor of his mouth, all expressed his mastership
of the late situation. Satisfied, she mounted beside himwhen he had hitched the ponies and settled in against
hira with a sigh of relief. Not that she had so easily
forgotten her late trouble. The injured droop of her
mouth, the serious face moved him to vast sympathy
and anger. He longed to smooth the knit brow with
fasses, to take her in his arms and soothe her as a Uttle
child. For a second time that day her mouth stood in
hazard, but. bracing himself against temptation, he tried
to wean her from her brooding by ways that were safer
It less sweet.

"Any one," he said, twinkling down upon her, "would
think you'd lost your best friend—

"

"Instead of my worst." she anticipated
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"Glad you put it that way." He nodded his satisfac-

tion. "And since you do, why waste regrets? Jest

wipe him clean off your books."

"It is bitter to learn that you have been deceived,"

she answered. "More bitter to feel yourself misread.

Most bitter"— her voice dropped to a whisper— "to

learn it in such a shameful way."

He did not say,
'

' I warned you." Only his big brown
hand closed on hers with a sympathetic squeeze that

almost expelled the pain in her heart. She did not

withdraw it; rather she drew in clo3;r, and thus, hand
m hand, they rattled south over the vast green prai-

ries which now were all shotten with the iridescence

of myriad flowers. The trail wound through seas of

daisif i, bluebells, white tuft. Slender golden-rod trem-

bled in the breeze; dandeUons and tiger-lilies flaunted

their golden beauty under turquoise skies. It was,

indeed, difficult to remain sad with such company in

such surroundings; for not content wi'h mute sympa-

thy, he strove to divert her though! by talk of the

animals or plants which they saw or passed, astonished

her with his wide knowledge of curious traits in their

nature or history. So, gliding from subject to subject,

he weaned her from her trouble, and so, by easy stages,

came to speaking of himself, modestly introducing the

subject with a letter.

It was from the office of the traffic manager of the

trunk line acknowledging a bid for tie and trestle con-

tracts for the projected branch through Silver Creek.

While Cummings, Hines, and their confreres were ful-

minating against the railroad pantheon. Carter had

ridden over the spruce ranges of the Riding Mountains,

had secured options on cutting permits from the provin-

cial government, had driven down the old survey, and

then submitted an estimate which caused the construc-
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tion department of the railway to gasp its astonish-
ment.

The chief engineer even carried the estimate to the
traffic manager. "Ties and timbers, this fellow Carter
comes within a few thousand feet of old Sawyer's . sti-
mate," he said. "Moreover, he is ready to deUver vhe
goods. Gives references to the Bank of America, which
is to finance his enterprise. Who is he ?"

One would hardly expect the traffic manager to have
remembered, but he had; and thus it came about that
the postscript of the lettc was in his own big sprawl.
He regretted the f.-.ct that construction had been put
off for anoilicr y.^ar, 'but," he added, "I have placed
your bid on my own files and shall see that it receives the
earliest consideration when we are ready for construction.

"

Helen exclaimed her satisfaction. "I'm so glad. I
never knew that— you could do this kind of work.
Why didn't you tell me? I'm so interested. Will it
be a large contract?"
Her eyes testified i^ her words, and as, obedient to

her wish, he ran on giving details, they grew larger and
more luminous. A touch of awe dwelt in their hazel
depths. Feeling always the attraction of his fine phy-
sique, respecting his strength of will, clean character,
he now commanded her admiration on another score.
Was he not proving himself "fit" in the iron ft .uggle of
an economic age? And she, delicate bloom, crowning
bud of the tree of evolution, being yet subject to the
law that, of old, governed the cav maiden in her choice
of a mate, felt the full force of this last expression of
his power.

As never be o, she responded to his thought and
feeling. When, aftc. - -sudden lurch, he left hi- sup-
porting arm on the ran across her waist, she dii! not
draw away; nay, she yielded to a luxurious sense of
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protection and power, leaning in against his shoulder.
That day all things had conspired in his favor—even
her pique at Molyneux—and now the rapid movement,
caressing sweep of the wind, riot of color and sunlight,

all helped to influence her judgment in a situation that
was rapidly approaching.

It lay, the situation, in a deep pool, ten feet below
the bank of Silver Creek. As before noted, Death and
the Devil, those lively ponies, were, as Carter put it,

"worth watching" any and all the time on the dead
level, and the fact that he held a loose line on them
running down trail into the valley proved how very,
very far he had departed from his usual mperturbable
mood. Small wonder, for the hazel glances he had
sustained this last hour would have upset the coolest

head. But if his condition was perfectly natural, so
also was the innate deviltry that caused the pomes to
bolt the trail and plunge over the aforesaid bank.

Helen could never tell just how it happened. After
two seconds' furious bumping, she felt herself lifted

bodily. Followed a crash as they fell. That was the
impact of the buggy wheel with Carter's head. The
arms loosened as she took the icy plunge, then came a
half-minute's suffocating struggle while the current was
carrying her out to the shallows. Wet, draggled, she
stumbled shoreward; then, as the water cleared out of
her eyes, she turned and plunged wildly back. Face
downward. Carter was floating over a two-foot shallow
and another second would have carried him into a longer
and deeper pool.

As for him, returning consciousness brought him sen-
sations of something soft under his splitting head

—

that was Helen's bosom; of arms about his neck;
lips that wildly kissed his and which opened with a
glad cry when he moved.
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despair, the heii he had suffered on Molyneux's account
A soft hand cut short this last revelation, and immedi-
ately they fell again into one of love's deep silences, an
eloquent pause that endured until the westering sun

i 1
threw Ions shadows across the creek. Then, rising, he
caught the ponies and arranged saddles with blankets
and stiaps from the broken harness, while she looked
on with soft attention.

Mounted, they paused and looked back at the stream,
ruby red under the dying sun, the clay bank, the border-
ing willows, then they kissed each other soberly and
rode on. Dusk was blanketing the prairies when they
drew up at Flynn's cabin, yet it was not too dark for
Mrs. Flynn's sharp eyes to pick their secret.

"It's the new school-ma'am ye '11 need to be looking
for," she told Flynn. "Why? Man, didn't ye see him
look at her, an' her that lovely red, her eyes pretty as a
mother deer's, an' her voice soft an' cooing as a dove's.
Fl)mn, Flynn! ye've forgotten your own courting."

One fine morning, two months later, Molyneux's dri-
vers spun out of his stable enclosure and rattled south
at a pace that did not keep up with their driver's impa-
tience.

These two months had certainly been the unhappiest
of his life. A man's opinions, philosophy, must, if they
have vitaUty at all, be formed upon the actions of those
about him, upon the phenomena which life presents to
his reason. This, however, does not altogether annul
the force of those ideals of conduct for himself and
others which were learned at his mother's knee. Al-
ways they persist. Granted that loose life may smother
the plant so that it produces neither fruit nor leafage,
yet the germ is there—the assurety that beyond the
rotten pale of fast society lies a fair land where purity,
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chastity, goodness, the virtues one firmly incarnates in

f^rt the 'V°^^''' "' *^^ -°^' deirminedroue he. the ineradicable behef that had Lot soughtnghteousness among the women of Sodom tha Sd
girl v^ll shake a man's faith in baseness, torture h^with a vivid sense of his own backslidings; a^ nowthat passion's scales were fallen from his eyes Molyne^appreciated at their full worth the naive n^°ture7i

anm^' """""i'^
"'^'^°-"' *^« health St engthand who esomeness of character that set Helen aoartfrom his light acquaintance.

^^
'Fool! fool!" he had told himself again and aeainShe IS worthy of a king-if one could b^e found worthyof her And you had a fair chance! Oh, you fooU''^

had done that m the first agonies of repentance. sS^weeks

^eks'oLc^ewv""
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weeks to screw his courage to the point of asking pardonm person. But now that it was there he was posSof a wild exhilaration that took no thought of reTusalShe could hardly fail to pardon a supplifnt for crimesthat were instigated by her own beauty, and one so^ecomingly repentant! Full of the consciousness ^^ 5ls

credit Helen with the magnanimity that would be itsreciprocal feehng; and this once established himselfpardoned in thought, he passed to day-dreams Her

eold:;^'' T'' '"' °' ""'' P^^"y nol. her gory :

f™t=f,"'
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L T\ T'^""'
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substance of his dreams, and as he noticed the closed

windows, shut door, doubt replaced elation, depression,

the black antithesis of his late mood, settled down upon
him.

As he sat staring a voice hailed him. "Been riding

ahint of you this half-hour, but you never looked back.

Fine haying weather, ain't it ?"

Startled, Molyneux turned to find Jed Hines surveying

him with an irritating smile. His expression plainly re-

vealed that not only did he know Molyneux's errand, but

that he was viewing it under the light of humorous secret

knowledge. Restraining an impulse to remodel the ex-

pression, he said, nonchalantly as he could: "What is the

matter here ? School closed ?"

Hines nodded. He had all the Canadian's traditional

hate of the remittance-man; Molyneux, in especial, he

detested, because, perhaps by his superior shrewdness,

he gave less cause for contempt than the race in general.

That he had paused to speak was proof sufficient that he

had unpleasant news. He would, however, take his own
time in deUvering it—prolong the torture to the limit.

"Midsummer holidays," he laconically answered.

Molyneux ignored his curtness. "Miss Morrill at

Glaves's place, do you know?"
Jed's grin widened. "You hain't heard, then?"

"Heard what?"
Jed ga—d off and away over the prairies. "No, you

won't find her at Glaves's."

How Molyneux longed to spoil the grin. But a deadly

anxiety constrained him. "Where is she, then?"

"Nowheres around here."

"Do you know?"
"You bet!" The grin gave place to malignant satis-

faction. "Yes, I know—that is, I kin guess, though 1

wouldn't if I thought it would do you any good. As it
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won't— Let me see—she was married a week ago by
the Roman priest. Jedging by averages, I reckon as
you orter find her in Carter's arms."

If he had expected his news to produce a disagreeable
impression he was not disappointed, for its visible mani-
festation landed full in his face, and he dropped flat on
his shoulders. Not lacking a certain wolf courage, primi-
tive ferocity of the cornered rat, he sprang up, lunged at
Molyneux, and went down a second time. Then he stay-
ed, watching until the other had jumped into his buggy
and driven away.
"I never saw the devil!" he muttered, shaking his fist,

"but your face, jes' then, came mighty near the preacher's
description."

^i
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ONCE upon a time a man wrote a book that proved
how easily a cultured Eastern girl might fall in

love with and marry a Western cow-boy. It was a
beautiful story, about people who were beautiful or
picturesque according as they were good or bad, but it

ended just where, in real life, stories begin. After the
manner of fairy tales, the author assured us that the
girl and the cow-boy lived happily ever after. Now I

wonder if they did ?

A year later a big bull-fly thudded at the screen door
of Carter's cabin in vain efforts to enter and take toll of
Helen's white flesh. By the gentlemen who ordain the
calendar, a year is given as a space of time between
points that are fixed, immutable as the stars. Sensible
folk know better. Years vary—are long or short accord-
ing to the number, breadth, and depth of the experiences
their space covers. This year had marked Helen. She
was fuller lipped, rounder, enveloped by the sensuous
softness of young wifehood. Sitting at table with her
white blouse tucked in at the neck for coolness, she had
never looked prettier. But granting these attributes of
her changed condition, a keen observer would have
missed that gentle brooding, ripe fruit of content which
exhales from the perfectly mated woman. A.,, time and
again, f ;r glance touched Carter, sitting opposite, she
would sigh, ever so gently, yet sigh; the direction of her
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At times she agonized remorsefully over her tendency
to criticism, tutoring herself to look only for the large

things of character. Again, when, of nights, she would
slip to his arms for a delightful hour before retiring, she
would wonder at herself: every last vestige of discon-

tent evaporated with her murmured sigh of pe- '"ct hap-
piness. These were great moments for both. Lying
so, she would look up in his bronzed face and Usten
while, in his big way, he talked and planned, imroUing
the scroll of their future—listen patiently until he be-

came too absorbed, when she would interrupt with some
kittenish trick to draw him back into the delightful

present. Pretty little tricks, loving little tricks, that
one would never have dreamed lay hidden under the
exterior of the staid young school-ma'am.

But these, after all, were moods, and there had been
other and real cause of discontent. First, the railway
gods had again broken faith with the settlerS; and every
cent that Carter could raise or borrow had been required

to meet rents on his timber concessions. Though not in

actual want, they had had to trim expenses, reduce their

hving to the settler scale. Having all of a pretty
woman's natural love of fintry, Helen could see no way
of restoring her depleted wardrobe. Moreover, there was
the choring, washing, milking of cows, feeding of calves,

inseparable from pioneer settler life—a burden that was
not a whit the less toilsome because self-assumed.

Carter would have spared her all that—^was, indeed,

angry when, coming in late one night, he 'taught her
toiling at the milking. "I didn't know it was so hard,"
she pleaded, holding up her swollen wrists. "But I

couldn't bear to see you come in, tireu, at dark, then go
on with the chores while I sat in the house."

He had made her promise not to do it again. But
she did, and his protests, vigorous at first, slackened,
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tn. level, fifty-toot dnfts m the bluffs, and hiwdrad-mile

ho^?o^.;p,.'x.ti;-arer.£™rer

the forest went down to stiff ends. North south pLfwest had veered these terrible winds fro gktTngalStheir inexhaustible snows. The trails were blow^Tromearth s face; sohtary blotch, their cabin rose hkTa reSfrom an ocean of whiteness; and they, ca^tawrys werepractically divorced for days, and some im^s w^ek
'

fTomall communication with their kind. Hardly kss teStehad been the calms, the vast frozen silences as oSr!
t^^^l 'P"''
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'°"°^^'^ ^he buzzard. rnhnfthJsnovpr s eppes They filled her with a terrfX sense

TonJJv '"'T*^'''^'
t»>°=- ="<=n'=es. vivid as though she alonely soul, were travelling through vast voids of timeand space. She shrank under them, afraid
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water till late m the summer and so bred the oests hv

o^ThS °'Bjt\ °' "'^^'^ ^•'^ tortuil'^r^lnS
ot them. By day their cattle hung about the corralscropping the grass down to the dust, or if thev^dwander farther afield, came galloping ma^y back t^o tttsmudges. For two months any Ld of Jvel had bSn
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impossible; clouds of the pests would settle on hands,
face, neck quicker than one could wipe them ofiE.

Milking and choring had to be done under cover of a
thick reek to an accompaniment of lashing tails, with
frequent and irritating catastrophes in the way of over-
turned pails. The acrid odor of smoke clung to every-
thing—hair, clothing, flesh; the cabin was little better
than a smoke-house until the heat had mitigated the
pests while adding its own discomforts.

It was a dull Ule enough for men whose tasks were
broken by periodical trips to market; it was martyr-
dom for housefast women. Always around the shanty
mourned the eternal winds of the plains. Wind! Windl
Wind in varying quantity, from a breeze to a blizzard,
but always wind. Its melancholy dirge left a haunting
in the eyes of men. Its ceaseless moan prepared many
a plainswoman for the madhouse.
With bright hope at heart to gild the future, she

might have endured both discomfort and drudgery, but
the p- Jtponement of construction work on the branch
line had killed immediate hope. With dismay she re-

alized a certain coarsening of body and mi .id, a thicken-
ing of finger-joints, roughness of skin, f.n attenuation
where milking had turned the plump flesh of her arms
into gaunt muscle. And to her the thought of that
far-off summer day recurred with increasing frequency

—

would this eqtiilibration with environment end by leav-
ing her peer to the scrawny, fiat-chested women of the
settlements? She who had excelled in the small arts^
music, painting, modelling in wax and clay? Her past,
in such seasons of depression, seemed now as that of
some other girl—a girl who had worn pretty dresses and
been admired and petted by father, brother, and friends.
Of all her gifts, her voice, a sweet contralto, was only
left her; and of late it had naturally attuned itself to

loo
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her sadder moods. So she had felt her life shrink and^ow narrov,. until loolcng down the vista o"froS^nt.rs, ba^ng summers, they seemed, those wea^years to draw to a dull, hard point, the wind-sweprac™

WnoH t.
1"^

^-'"r-
Conditions had certain!J com!bmed to produce m her a subconscious discontent thTtmight develop mto open revolt against her lot at theS ' 'T^'T

'"'^ ^PP^^^""y .nsignificant causefthey

rs«:tuctri:?
''^"^"""^ ''^ '^-'- --<» ^y

As aforesaid, her dark moods alternated with spasmsof remor^-fits of melting tenderness inS she coTdemned hersolf for her secret criticism of him. Peep.ncthrough their bedroom window only the prec^king nTh?.

endr?-\^''l''".^''*
^'' bending over his sleep. Thetender h^ht absorbed his tan. softened the strong fea"!

the hollows, ,t gave his whole face an air of clear-cutrefinement. Its wonderful alchemy foreshadowed thepossibinues of this life, lying so quLcent beneTth £
tCw mZ 'r^^^°"' ^^^ ''eld the vigil, while thought

Ih^^^fM l^ '^.^°^' ^*''^^^ ^^' f^'^^: th«". stoopingshe softly kissed him under cover of her clouding hair
It was a momentous caress, registering as it did her

ofZ fSc^' 'i°r7f,
''''''• ""-k'n/her reafi atroaof the fnction which follows all marriages and is inevi-tab e to such as hers. Yet it had not removed the cause

n hlnTd"'?- ^'u'
'"'"' '" *" °^"'°°k a great

to i!mnVt^^.f"•''"'•. '° "=" '° ^^' calamity than

u^lv Th
^'^ 'Stations which mar and make lifeugly. The cause remained, surely! To see her quietand pensive at table this day. who would have dreamedthat the morrow would see the thin edge of the wedgednven m between them? ^

"There's to be a picnic in the grove by Flynn's lake
1 01
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to-morrow. Nell," he said, as he roM botu dinner.
Let s take a day off?"
"All right!" she agreed; and the kiss with which she

rewarded the prospect of even such a slight break in the
dulness of hfo may easily be regarded as the first tap
on the wedge.
How quickly personality responds to atmosphere!

When, next morning, Helen climbed into the buck-board
beside Carter, she was frankly happy as a woman can be
in the knowledge that she is looking fit for the occasion
Cool, clean, and fresh in a billowy white dress of her own
laundenng, excitement and Cart,er's admiring glances
mtcnsified her naturaUy delicate color. As they rattled
over the yellow miles, doubt and misgiving vanished
under the spell of present happinest. She returned him
eyes that were lovingly shy as those of their honeymoon
was subdued, sedate, soh -, or burst out in small trills
of song as the mood seized her. Not until she was
actually upon the pici.c-ground did she reaUze the real
nature of this, her first appearance at a pubUo function
since her marriage.

A clear sky and a breeze that set yeUow waves chasing
one another over the far horizon had brought out the
settlers in a fifty-mile circle—even the remittance-men
who had been wont to spell amusement in the red letters
of the London alphabet, were there. Like most country
picmcs, ir was pseudo-religious in character, with a hu-
morous speech from the minister figuring as the greatest
attraction. Amusements ran from baseball and chil-
dren's games for youth to love-making in comers by
shamefaced couples.

Leaving Carter to put up his team, Helen carried
their basket over to where a crowd of officious matrons
were arranging tables under the trees, and so gained
first knowledge of what was in store for her. The latest



FRICnON

down tol^oivtvJ ThevTTT ^"^ ^'°''^^' •«='

oo she had but a small resnitP w.ti, u- j ^ •

S- her tilM^T^u"" '^''^*'°S their burning curi-osity her timid cheeks, monosyllabic answers iervedonly to whet their sharp tonetie^ tjhl^i; T"
cheeks burning with sh^. she f^'n nottrin.T^'m search of Carter and so brave aga",; Te fi "?f

^^
jmtil. midway of the aftem<^I! TUked up to^r*Molyneu^ and Mrs. Leslie appro;ching ^ '° """

It was the crowning of her humiliation. With theex^ption of a duty-caU on her return to Silver Creek

that hJ,'^ t'.'^'^ °r ^^*'^^'^' »* ^^ tl>e ^tS
"A. ™^v ^u T".?*?-

^^'^^ ^°'- «°^ than a yeTA. you think best." Carter had said, when she hS
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debated the advisability of renewing the friendship.

"You wouldn't care to meet Molyneux again, would
you? He's sure to be there." And, departing from hit

usual sane judgment, he made no further explanations,

said no ing of his drive in the dusk with the love-sick

woman, lowledge of which would surely have killed

Helen's friendly feeling. Lacking that knowledge, she

had pined fo. the one wuman who could give her the

social and intellectual companionship her nature craved,

pined with an intensity of feeling that was only equalled

by her present desire to avoid a meeting.

If they would only pass without seeing her, she

prayed, bowing her head in shame. But Mrs. Leslie

had been watching from afar. "Poor little thing!" she

had exclaimed to Molyneux. "Alone among those

harpies! Come, let's rescue her!" And whatever her

motive, the kis<; she bestowed on the blushing girl was
warm and natural. "Why, Helen," she said, "what-
ever '.re you doing here? Come along with us."

"We are going to organize a race for three-year-old

tot.'!, Mrs. Carter," Molyneux explained. "We really

need your assistance."

His deferential air as he stood bareheaded before her,

the languid correctness of his manner, even the aristo-

cratic English drawl, pierced that atmosphere of vul-

garity like a breath of clean air. The easy insolence

with which he ignored the settler women was as balm
to her wounded pride. She recovered her poise; her

drooping personaUty revived.

"I should like to—very much," she answered, adding,

a little t.midly, "But I was waiting for my husba.d."

"Dutiful child," Mrs Leslie laughed. "Well, he is so

busy nmning up the batting average for the Benedicts

that he has forgotten you. Come along!"

"We might go round
—

" Helen began, tentatively.
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She would have finished "hi» way," but, glancing over at
the game, she saw that in his interest he really had for-

gotteijher. "Very well!"she substituted; and, rising, she
strolled off between the two, passing within a few yards of
Carter. Busy with his game, he did not see her, nor would
have known what company she was keeping but for Shinn,
a near neighbor of Jed Hines and fellow of his kidney.
"Your wife," he remarked, "seems to be enjy-ing

herself." His sneer caused a titter among both players
and spectators, but bi^fore it subsided Carter came quickly
back. Throwinr a careless glance after Helen, "That's
more'n ' "an say for youm."
The titter swelled to a roar that caused Helen to look

baclf. Mrs. Shinn, poor drudge, had not strayed twenty
from her cook-stove in as inany squalid years, as

I. ry one knew well. Grinning evilly, Shinn subsided,
w. 'e, after carelessly waving his hand at Helen, Carter
reti Tied to his batting. If he disapproved of her escort,
not a lift of a line betrayed the fact to curious eyes—not
even when he drove around and found her still with
Molyneux and Mrs. Leslie.

They were both si'ent on the homeward drive. In
Helen's mind Carter was associated with the coarse and
sickening humiliations of the day. As never before, she
felt the enormous suction from below; she battled against
the feeling with the desperation of the swimmer who feels
the whirlpool clutching at his heels.

Her mood was defiant, and if, just then, he had taken
her to task for her truancy, she would have flamed up in
open revolt. But he did not.

"You are tired," he s:»id, very gently, when the ponies
had run them far out from the press, of teams and rigs.

She appreciated that; yet when he slipped an arm about
her waist she moved restlessly within its circle.

The wedge was well entered.
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ONE noon, a week after the picnic, Carter stood and
looked out over his hundred -acre field of wheat

from his doorway. A golden carpet, sprigged with the
dark green of willow bluffs, it ran back into a black,
environing circle of distant woodland. As a vagrant
zephyr touched it into Ufe, Helen remarked, looking
over his shoulder

:

"The serrated ears in restless movement give it the
exa t appearance of woven gold. Isn't it beautiful

!"

The dramatist loves to make great events follow in
rapid sequence. It is the need of his art. But in life
the tragic mixes with the commonplace. Even Lady
Macbeth must have, on occasion, joked or talked scandal
with her handmaidens. And as these two looked out
over the wheat, there was naught to indicate the shadow
which lay between them.

"Finest stand I ever saw," Carter answered. "Five-
foot straw, well headed, plump in the grain; ought to
grade Number One Extra Hard. We'll make on that
wheat, Uttle girl."

"Do you really think so?"
He turned quickly.

"Those women at the picnic—" She explained her
dubious tone. "They said you were foolish to put in
so much wheat. ' What kind of a dam fool is your hus-
baad, anyway.?' that Mrs. MacCloud asked me. 'He

106

Ik 'I



THE FROST

kain't never dra,v all that wheat to Lone Tree. Take
him a month to make two trips. 'Tain't no use to raise
grain without a railroad. We folks hain't put in more'n
enough for bread an' seed.'"
He laughed, as much at her clever mimicry as at Mrs

MacCloud's frankness. "If they had put in more I
wouldn't have sown any. Could have bought it cheaper
from them. But as they didn't^— Do you know that
every man in this settlement makes at least one trip a
month to Lone Tree during the winter? Well, they do,
and they'll be glad to make expenses freighting in my
wheat. With grain at seventy a bushel, a load will
bring thirty dollars at the cars, and I can hire all the
teams I want at three a trip."

"Why "—his foresight caused her a little gasp—"how
clever ! I should never have thought of that."

His eyes twinkled his apprsciation of her wifely
admiration, and, taking her chin between his hands, he
looked down into her eyes. "What's more, when that
wheat money comes in, you an' me '11 jest run down to
Winnipeg an' turn loose on the dry-goods stores."

It was the first hint of his knowledge of the turning,
dyeing, the shifts she had made with her wardrobe, and
he made a winning. The knowledge that he had seen
and understood caused the wedge to tremble and almost
fall out.

"Can we—afford it?" she asked, willing now to go
without a thing.

"Don't have to afford necessities. Breaks me up to
see you going shy of things."
For the last three days he had bestowed the parting

kiss. This morning he received it—a warm one at that
—and as he strode off stableward, her burst of singing
echoed his cheerful whistle. She was quite happy the
next few days planning for their descent on the shops.
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She sang at her work—warbling that was natural as that
of the little bird which prinks and plumes for its mate in
the morning sunlight. Reflecting her happy mood, Car-
ter was himiorously cheerful—so pleased and satisfied

that she stared when, one evening, he came in, gloomy
and depressed.

His black mood had come out of the east with a moan-
ing wind that now herded leaden clouds over dun
prairies. For one day rain pelted down, then, veering
north, the bitter wind blew hard for a second day.
That evening it died, and a pale sun swung down a
cloudless sky to a colorless horizon. Under its cold
light the wheat stood erect, motionless, devoid of its

usual sighing life. A hush, portentous of change, brood-
ed over all.

From their doorway Helen heard Hines, three miles
away, rating his dog. "Hain't no more gumption than
an Englishman, dum you ! Sick 'em, now !" followed
the maligned animal's bark and the thunder of scurrying
hoofs.

"How clear and calm it is!" she commented, as Carter
came up from the stables.

He glanced at the thermometer beside the door. "Too
clear. I'm afraid it is all off with the wheat."
"Why ? What do you mean ?"

He turned from her astonished eyes. "Frost."
"Frost? You are surely mistaken? See how sunny

it is I"

Shaking his head, he laid a forefinger on the thermome-
ter. "Six o'clock, and the silver is down to thirty-five."

At dusk it had lowered another degree, and through-
out the northland a hundred thousand farmers were
watching, with Carter, its slow recession. On the fertile

wheat plains of southern Manitoba, through the vast
gloom of the Dakotas, to the uttermost limits of Minne-

io8



THE FROST

sota, the mercury focussed the interest of half a million
trembUng souls whose fire-fly lanterns dusted the conti-
nental gloom. Prayers, women's tears, men's agonized
curses marked its decline, that, like an etching tool,
graved deep lines on haggard faces in Chicago, Liverpool!
and London far away.
At thirty-two Caner lit the s -idges of wet straw, and

simultaneously th vast spread of night flamed out in
smoke and fire. " I don't go much on it," he told Helen.
"But some believe in it, and I ain't agoing to miss a
chance."

He was right. Pale thief, the frost stole in under the
reek and breathed his cold breath on the wheat. Hold-
ing his instrument, at ten o'clock, in the thickest smoke,
Carter saw that it registered twenty-seven. Five degrees
of frost and the cold of dawn still to come! Raising the
glass, he dashed it to pieces at his feet.

It was done. Reverberating through the land, the
smash of his glass typified the shattering of innumerable
fortunes, the crash of business houses. The pistol-shot
that wound up the affairs of some desperate gambler
was but one echo. Surging wildly, the amity would
affect far more than the growers of whe^.. Iron-work-
ers, miners, operatives in a hundred branches of indus-
try would shiver under the cold breath of the frost.
For now the farmer would buy less cotton, the oper-
ative pay more for his flour, the miner earn a scantier
wage.

True, the balance swings ever even. This year ryots
of India, Argentine peons, Egyptian fellaheen would
reap where they had not sown, gather where they had
not strawed. Another year a Russian blight, Nile
drouth, hot wind of Argentine would swing prices in
favor of the northland. But in this was small comfort
for the stricken people.
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"All gone !" Carter exclaimed at midnight. "The
feathers are frozen oflen them bonnets."

Helen sensed the bitterness under his lightness.

"Never mind, dear," she comforted. "I really don't
care. You did your best."

He had done his best! To a strong man the phrase
stabs, signifying the victory of conditions. He winced,
as from an offered blow. It was the last drop in his

cup, the signal of his defeat. It marked the destruction

of this his last plan for her. He had not, in the begin-
ning, intended that she should ever set her hand to
drudgery. His love was to come between her and all

that was sordid, squaUd. If the railroad contract had
materialized, she should have had a little home in Win-
nipeg where she might enjoy the advantages of her early

hfe. He had planned for a servant—two, if she could
use them—and all that he asked in return was that she
should bring beauty into his hfe, adorn his home, sweeten
his days with the aroma of her delicate presence. In this

small castle of Spain he had installed his beauty of the
sweet mouth, golden hair, pretty profile; and now, out of

his own disappointment, tie read reproach in the hazel

eyes that looked out from the ruins.

Long after her sleep-breathing freighted the dusk of

their bedroom, ht lay gazing wide-eyed into the black
future. A sudden hght would have shewn Iiis eyes
blank, expressionless, for his spirit was afar, questing
for other material with which to rebuild his castle. In
thought he was travelUng Silver Creek, from its head-
waters in the timber limits to its source where it flowed
into the mighty Assiniboin. It was a small stream

—

too small to drive logs except for a month on the snow
waters. But with a dam here—another there—a third

on the flats—rough structures of logs with a sione and
gravel filling, yet sufficient to conserve the faihng

no
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Watenl The drive could then be sent down from dam
to dam! During the night he travelled every yard of
the stream, placing his dams, and at dawn rose, content
in his eyes.

supping quietly from the house, he saddled the Devil
and led him quietly by while Helen still slept, and an
hour later rode up to Bender's cabin. The Cougar was
also there, and from dubious head-waggings the two re-
lapsed into thoughtful acquiescence as Carter unfolded
his p; IS.

"She'll go down like an eel on ice!" Bender enthusias-
tically agreed. "All you want now is backing. Funny,
ain't it, that nobody ever thought o' that before ? Say

"'

—he regarded Carter with open admiration—'

' you're par-
ticular hell when it comes to thinking. If I'd a head-
piece like youm

—

"

"You hain't," the Cougar coldly interrupted, "so
don't waste no time telling us what you might ha' done.
Get down to business. I know a man"—he thought-
fully surveyed Carter—"that financed half a dozen big
lumbering contrac's on the Superior construction work.
He'll sire anything that looks hke ten per cent, an* this
of youm will sure turn fifty. Come inside an! I'll write
you a letter."

What of the Cougar's inexperience with the pen, the
morning was well on when Carter rode back to his cabin.
If Helen had looked closely she might have seen the
new resolution that inhered in his smile, but she had been
concerned with her own reflections. Somehow, things
had not appeared this m'-.-ning as they did last night.
Crude daylight shows events, like tired faces, in all their
haggardness, and their compleKion was not improved
by the steam from her wash Time and again she
had paused to survey her h; -reas^ 1 and wrinkled
by cooking in V.--. water. Hei bare arms recalled her
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first party-dress, and set her again in the sweet past.
Beside it the present seemed infinitely hopeless, squalid,
dreary. As she rubbed and scrubbed on her wash-board,
life resolved itself into an endless procession of wash-days,
and tears had mingled with the sweat that fell from her
face to her bosom.

Noting her red eyes, Carter was tempted to disclose
his new hope, but remembered the failure of previous
plans and refrained. As yet nothing was certain. He
would not expose her to the risk of another disappoint-
ment. He rightly interpreted her sigh when he told her
that he would have to go down to Winnipeg on business
about the timber hmits, and his heart smote him when,
looking back, he saw her standing in the door. Dejection
resided in the parting w.-> ve of her hand, utter hopelessness.
That lonely figure in the log doorway stuck in his

consciousness throughout his negotiations, causing him
to hustle matters in a way that simply scandalized the
Cougar's man, a banker of the old school. Yet his
hurry served rather than hurt his cause. While the
very novelty of it made him gasp, the banker was im-
pressed. In private he informed his moneyed partners
that such a chance and such a man rarely came together.
" He's a hustler, and the profit is there," he said, in con-
sultation. "A big profit. We can cut lumber ten per
cent,under the railroad price and yet clear twenty-five
cents on the dollar."

That settled it. Half a day later Carter was on his
homeward way, bearing with him the power to draw on
Winnipeg or Montreal for moneys necessary for supplies,
men, and teams. Running home from Lone Tree, he
whiled away the miles with thoughts of Helen's joy.
He pictured her, radiant, flushed, listening to his news,
and, quickening to the thought, he raced, full gallop,
the last mile up to his door.
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His face burst into sunshine as, in response to '.is ca"

t ^tf /'! 'r' 'r^'
"°°'- '^''^« Ws smile died, andhe stared at Mrs. Leslie. With the exception of anoccasional ghmpse as they met and passed on tra Mtwas the first he had seen of her since the soft summer

hint of that bitter memory inhered in her greeting

w«v " A"^-^,""'
^^'- ^^^''-

"
'^^ "'=<! >" her old, gayway. I thwk you are the meanest man in Silver CreekMamed a year, and neither you nor Helen have set7ootm our house. You are a regular Blue beard But youneedn't think that you can hide from us forever^ ?just pocketed my pride, ignored your snub, and mademy third call. Yes "-she emphatically ;odded her

rr/. r^ ''' "''"'^^ ^'^- ^"* ^ ^^^^L you. comem and have some tea. Helen is down at the stabkshunting eggs to beat up a cake "

„n?„^T!f^.^i'/^''l''°^7'''"
=°""= "g'^* ans'^er, he droveon to the stables, the life and light gone out o him Wsface the Heaviest that Helen had ever seen. ^- Shecalled she answered his abrupt question, "and I have^entertain her." Then, piqued by his coWness shewent on: "For matter of that. I do not see why youshould try to cut me off from her comp..nionshipl^ She

if t II ''T^" ^ '"" -°^ '" '^^ setUements!"
If he had only told her! But causes light as the fallingo a leaf are sufficient to deflect the enfire currenTof fUfe, and it was perfectly natural that, in his bitter disap!poin ment, he also should give way to a feeling ofSThe reason trembled to his lips, and there paused stavedby the resentment in her eyes.

i"'usea. stayed

"As you see fit." he answered,
over to see Bender, on business."

^1
Won't you wait for some tea.?"

"No. And don't wait supper.

H3

' Now 1 have to drive

I may be late."
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Hurt, she watched him drive away; then, as he sud-
denly reined in, she dashed the tears from her eyes.
Here s a letter for you," he called. "Got it from the

office as I came by."
He nodded in answer to Mrs. Leslie's cheery wave as

he rolled by the cabin. It was more than cold, yet
sittmg chm on hands, that lady smiled cheerfully when
Helen came up from the stable. "Don't apologize my
dear, she laughed. "Men are i«c/, fools. Always do-
ing something to hurt their own happiness. Just banish
that rueful expression and read your letter."
"What's the matter?" The question was called forth

by Helen's sudden cry of dismay. She glanced at the
weddmg-cards that Helen oflfered. "Hum! Old flame
of yours, eh ? These regrets will assail one."
However, she knit her straight brows over the enclos-

ure. In part, it ran: "We were so pleased to hear of
your wonderful marriage from your auntie Crandall It
was just Uke you to announce the bare fact, but she told
us all about It. A railroad king! Just fancy! He must
be mce or our delicate Helen would never consent to bury
herselfm the wilderness. Do you know I have been just
dying to see him, and now I shall, for we are passing
through your country on our way to the Orient Which
IS your station?" Followed sixteen pages of questions
description of trou:3seau, and other feminine matters
which Helen reserved for future consumption
Could she have laid tongue, just then, on Auntie Cran-

dall, that lady had surely regretted her enlargements on
Helen s modest statement of her husband's prospects
Ivacking that easement of feeling, she cried. This visit
capped her misery, brought the long record of misfort-
une, discomfort, disaster to a fitting climax.
"Poor child!" Mrs. LesUe patted her shoulder "Butwhy did you teU her such crammeiB? It was the good
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Sr'w/t"S "l""-- :7- ^^ '^-or of the

-w/a'f. her\?„.e ..-Tr R:?e,r' J°- ««"»
«»irse? Thought so ™,7; .-^^r"

— she's rich, of
the maH^anttVTh^" V^,^^---t-t
meditatively about the cabin Wt ^ r ^ ^'^"'^^'1

ing the logs, settler fashion H ?
j"' °^ "me-wash-

darken with aee orn. / ''" ^^"^ '^" them to

magnificent „.o1^ hZ^ZT^u'"'"' "'*'' ^ P^"' °f

Tanned bear-skrnTcovTr;d A ^" '"°°'''""'^ »"?''>«•

"ne end; buffa^^ ro^Ia'd nft^ '^^^ *'^"' ^^" ^''°^
mats on the floor. fcul/oHn"; '"""^ *'^ ^'"^ °^

bad. Quite wild-westy;KctVo"'T°'"'- "^°'

di^ets so^mroTh- "JCdiSrs^foTSCni?^of this section " regeneration

woTb^^'^" '""* '"• "' -"Wn't -y that. It

Noi^ Well' WW ''"''' ''^,"*^' "^^^ y°" a town-house?

des;e„ft^lSt«acTar '^''"^^^*-" ^^^ ^-^
Before Helen hrdw/^^t' ^""""^'^ ''^ confusing,

status invoved by -"ot L ^'""''"'^ "^'^''^ *"«

Jving one up her'tLp^re^ro^ ^^^f^are rusticat n?. Now I ran i»„-i
^ "at is it. You

-glass, china and ^o ^1 '
Wh^' rth^v''

°'
"f-*''"^^consulted the letter " H„ , ,? ^ ^"^^^ She

goneallnext weet andt?e7eSe4eT:'"'^"^ "'" "^

It S:'uTd b^Sed""^'
'-"' '"^^"-^ ^'-- "No. no.
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"Do you think I'm ashamed of him?" Helen aiked,

flushing.

Mrs. Leslie trimmed her sails to the squall. "Cer-

tainly not. He's a dear. You know I always Uked him.

But—if your friends were to make a long stay it would

be different. You couldn't hide his light under a bushel.

But a two days' visit? What could they learn of him

in that time? The real him? They would no more

than gather his departures from the conventional. I

wouldn't expose him to unfriendly criticism. Frankly,

I wouldn't, dear, at the cost of a little fib!"

The flush faded, yet Helen shook her head.

"As you will." Rising, the little cynic shrugged as

she drew on her riding-gloves. "But at least take a day

to think it over."

"No!" Helen shook vigorous denial. "I shall tell

him to-night."

She was perfectly sincere in her intention, and if

Carter had returned his usual good-natured self she

would certainly have told him. But Mrs. Leslie's pres-

ence had angered him and destroyed his nntive judg-

ment. He remembered that this was the outcome of

Helen's invitation to Mrs. Leslie at the picnic, and his

heart swell^.d at the thought that she should, of her

own volition, go back to friends whom she knew that

he despised. He felt the folly of his brooding, even

applied strong language to himself for being many kinds

of a fool. But his reasonable intention to open his

budget of good news on his return was never carried

out because of the coldness of her reception. Nervous

from her own news, piqued by his curt leave-taking, she

served his supper in silence or answered his few remarks

in monosyllables. Nothing was said that night, and he

retired without offering the usual kiss.

There he offended greatly. Her woman's tmreason
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would, for that, accept no excuse. So when, after
working off his oivn mood next morning, he came in to
breakfast, he found her still the same. Really offended,
she served him, as at the previous meal, in silence, and
as, afterwards, she went about her work, her lashes
veiled her eyes, her lips pouting.

It was their first re..! quarrel, and the very strange-
ness, novelty of her mood made it charming. But
when, under urge of sudden tenderness, he tried to en-
circle her waist, she drew away, and, afflicted with a
sense of injustice, he did not try again. There again he
made a mistake. Justice has no concern with love.
It is empirical, knov^s no law but its own. She wanted
to be taken and kissed in spite of herself, as have all
women on similar occasions, from the cave maidens
down.

It so happened that sne was in the bedroom when he
left the house, and she did not see that he had taken
with him the bundle she had packed the preceding night.
She still intended to mention the letter. Indeed, as she
heard his step on the threshold, she thought, "He'll stop
at the door for his clothes."

But he did not; and hurrying out at the sound of
scurrying hoofs, she was just in time to see him vanish
behind a poplar bluff. She called, called, and called,
then sat down and wept, the more miserable because of
a secret, guilty feeling of relief.

!l J ,
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FOR three days a brown smoke had hovered over

the black Hne of distant spruce. It was far away,

fifty miles at least Yet anxious eyes turned con-

stantly its way until, the evening of the fourth day,

the omen faded. Then a sigh of relief passed over the

settlements. "Back-fired itself out among the lakes,"

the settlers told one another. Then, being recovered

from their scare, they invidiously reflected on the

Indian agent who permitted his wards to start fires to

scare out the deer. Nor did the fact that the agent

was blameless in the matter take from the satisfaction

accruing from their grumblings.

That evening five persons sat with Helen at supper,

for she had invited the Leslies and Danvers, Molyneux's

farm pupil, to meet her guests. For her this meal was

the culmination of days of anxious planning. To set

out the table she and Mrs. Leslie had ransacked their

respective establishments, and she blushed when Kate

Ravell enthused over the result.

"What beautiful china!" she exclaimed, picking up

one of Mrs. Leslie's Wedgwood cups. "We have noth-

ing Uke this." Then, glancing at the white napery,

crystal, and silver, she said, "Who would think that we

were two thousand miles from civilization?"

It was, indeed, hard to realize. Obedient to Mrs.

LesUe's orders, her husband and Danvers had fished—

^'n-m
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albeit with reluctance—forgotten dress-suits from tot-

torn deeps of leather portmanteau*. She herself luu.cd

her prettiest in a gown of rich black lace superimposed

on some white material, and, carrying her imperative

generosity to the limit, she had forced one of her own
dinner-dresses upon Helen. Of a filmy, delicate blue, it

brought out the young wife's golden beauty. From the

low corsage her slender throat and delicate face rose

like a pink lily from a violet calyx. Usually she wore
her redundant hair coiled in r. thick braid around the

crown of her head for comfort; but to-night it was done

upon her neck in a loose figure of eight that revealed its

mass and sheen. Looking from Mrs. Leslie to Helen,

Kate Ravell had secretly congratulated herself upon
having, despite her husband's protest, slipped one of

her own pretty dresses into his valise.

His laugh, u wholesome peal that accorded with his

good-humored face, followed her remark. "She didn't

think that at Lone Tree," he said. "A lumber-wagon

was the best the liveryman could do for us in the way
of conveyance, and when Kate asked if he hadn't a

carriage he looked astonished and scratched his head.

"'Ain't but one in town,' he answered, 'an' it belongs

to Doc EUis. 'Tain't been used sence he druv the

small-pox case down to the Brandon pest-house. I 'low

he'd let you have it.'
"

His wife echoed his laugh. "It was a little rough,

but this— it's greati" She pointed out through the

open door over the wheat, golden under the setting sun,

to the dark green and yellow of woods and prairies.

"You are to be envied, Nell. Your house is so artistic.

The life must be ideal
—

"

Inwardly, Mrs. Leslie snorted: "Humph! If she

could see her milking, up to ankles in mud on rainy

days—or feeding those filthy calves?" Aloud, she said,
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"Unfortunately, Helen isn't here very often— spends

most of her time in Winnipeg." Ignoring Helen's plead-

ing look, she ran on, "Did you store your things, my
dear, or let the house furnished ?"

Thus entrapped, Helen could only answer that her

goods were stored, and her embarrassment deepened

when Mrs. LesUe continued: "It is such a pity, Mrs.

Ravell, that you could not have met Mr. Carter ! He
is such a dear fellow, so quiet and refined. Fred"—Les-

lie's grin faded under her frown—"what is the matter?"

"A crumb, my dear," he apologized. "Excuse me,

please."

"We shall have to return you to the nursery." Her

glance returned to Kate Ravell, and, oblivious of the

entreaty in Helen's eyes, she ran on in praise of Carter.

He was so reserved! The reserve of strength that goes

with good-nature! Resourceful—and so she flowed on

with her panegyrics. She was not altogether insincere.

Helen caught herself blushing with pleasure whenever,

leaving her fictions, Mrs. Leslie touched on some sterling

quality. Twice she was startled to hear put into words

subtilties that she herself had only felt, and on each

occasion she narrowly watched Mrs. Leslie, an adumbra-

tion of suspicion forming in her mind. But each time

it was removed by absurd praise of hypothetical qualities

or virtues Carter did not possess. So Mrs. Leslie praised

and teased.

What influenced her? It is hard to answer a ques-

tion that inheres in the complexities of such a frivolous

yet passionate nature. Naturally good-natured, she

would help Helen out in all things that did not cross her

own purposes. The sequel proves that she had not yet

got Carter out of her hot blood. Given which two things,

her action, teasings, and panegyrics are at least under-

standable.
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"We are very sorry," Kate R w.il said r hen Mrs
Leslie gave pause. "We did wish . :' :-im. Do you
suppose, Helen, that we might if we stayed another
day?"

It was more than possible, but Ravell relieved Helen
of a sudden deadly fear. "Can't do it, my dear. We
are tied down by schedule. Should miss the Japan
steamer and have to lay over in Vancouver two weeks."
Kate sighed. Newly married, she had all of a young

wife's desire to see her girl friend happy as herself; nor
would aught but ocular demonstration satisfy the long-
ing. She was expressing the hope that Carter and
Helen should some day visit them in their Eastern home,
when she suddenly paused, staring out-doors. Follow-
ing her glance, Mrs. Leslie saw a man, a big fellow in
lumberman's shirt and overalls. The garments were
burned in several places, so that blackened skin showed
through. His eyes were bloodshot, his face sooty, which
accounted for Mrs. Leslie's not recognizing him at once.

"Mr. Carter!" she exclaimed, after a second look.
Helen was pouring tea, but she sprang up at the name,

spilling a cup of boiling tea over her wrist. She did not
feel the scald. Breathless, she stood, a hand pressed
against her bosom, until Mrs. Leslie, the always ready,
burst into merry laughter.

"What a blackamoor! How you frightened us!
Where have you been?"
Coming up from the stables. Carter had heard voices,

laughter, the tinkle of teacups, and the sound had
afflicted him with something of the feeling that assails
the wanderer whose returning ears give him sounds of
revelry in the old homestead. He had suffered, during
his absence, remorse for his own obstinacy mingling in
equal proportions with the pain of Helen's coldness.
Absence had been rendered endurable by the thought
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that it would make reconciliation the easier; but now
that he was returned, ready to give and ask forgiveness,

to pour his good news into her sympathetic ear, he found

her merrymaking.

His was a hard position. Between himself, rough,

ragged, dirty, and these well-groomed men in evening

dress, there could be no more startling contrast. He
felt it. The table, with its snowy napery, gleaming

appointments, was foreign to his sight as the dicolleU

dresses, the white arms and necks. Yet his natural

imperturbability stood him bravely in place of sophisti-

cation.

"Been fighting fire," he answered, with his usual de-

hberation. "Suppose I do look pretty fierce.''

His glance moved inquiringly from the Ravells to

his wife.

But she still stood, eyes wide, breath issuing in light

gasps from her parted lips. For her also the moment
was full of bitterness. There was uo time for thought.

She only felt—a composite feeling compounded of the

misgiving, discontent, humiliation, disappointment, dis-

illusionment of the last few months. It all culminated

in that moment, and with it mixed deep shame, remorse

for her conduct. Also she had regret on another score.

If she had told him, he would at least have been prepared,

have achieved a prese^itable appearance. Now she was

taken in her sin! Foul with smoke, soot, the dirt and

grime of labor, he was facing her guests.

Starting, she realized that they were waiting, puzzled,

for introductions—that is, Kate was puzzled. Ravell

was busily employed taking admiring note of Carter's

splendid inches. Poor Helen! She might have been

easier in her mind could she have sensed the friendly

feeling that inhered in Ravell's cordial grip.

"We were just deploring the fact that we were not to
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meev you, Mr. Carter," he said. "We felt sure of find-
ing you home after the notice we gave Mrs. Carter. We
were really quite jealous of your affairs, but now we
shall go away satisfied."

Given a duller man, ttie word "notice" supplied the
possibilities of an npleasant situation. But though he
instantly remembered the letter, Carter gave no sign
till he and Helen had passed into their bedroom. Even
then he abstained from direct allusions.

"Friends of youm.?" he questioned, as she set out
clean clothing.

"Kate is an old school-fellow. Wait; I'll get you
clean towels." She bustled about, hidmg her nervous-
ness from his gray inquisition. "They are on their
honey-moon. Going to the Orient—Japan, China, and
the island countries. They stayed off a couple of days
to see us."

"To see you," he corrected.

She colored. Her glance fm.t.-i'i away from his
grave eyes. She hurried again into speech. "Wait,
dear! I'll get you some warm water."
He refused the service, he who had loved to take any-

thing from her hands. "Thanks. I think the lake fits
my case. Give me the towels and I '11 change down there
after my swim."
The meal was finished, and she, with the others, had

carried her chair outside before he came swinging back
from the lake. He was wearing the store clothes of her
misgivings, but the ugly cut could not hide the magnifi-
cent sweep of his hmbs. She thrilled despite her misery.
As she rose to get his dinner, Mrs. Leslie also jumped up.
"Poor man, you must be famished!" she exclaimed.

"No, Helen, you are tired. Stay here and entertain the
men. Mrs. Ravell and I will wait on Mr. Carter. And
you, Mr. Danvers, may act as cookee."
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Thus saved from an uncomfortable tete-k-t6te, Helen
suffered a greater misery than his accusing presence.

While chatting with Ned Ravell, her ears were strained
to catch the conversation going on inside. She hstened
for Carter's homely locutions, shivering as she pictured
his primitive table manners. As a burst of laughter
followed his murmured bass, she wondered whether they
were laughing unth or at him.

She might have been easy, for the laugh was on Dan-
vers. As yet that young gentleman was still in the
throes of the sporting fever which invariably assails

EngUshmen new to the frontier. Any day he might be
seen wriggling srakelike on the flat of his belly through
mud towards some wary duck, and an enthusiastic eu-
logium on the shooting qualities of a new Greener gun
had drawn from Carter the story of Danvers' first kill.

"Prairie chicken's mighty good eating an' easy shoot-
ing," he remarked, with a sly look at Kate Ravell.
"But nothing would satisfy his soaring ambitions but
duck. Duck for his, sirree! an' he blazed away till the
firmament hereabouts was powder-marked and riddled.
Burned up at least three tons of powder before he got
my duck."

"Your duckf" Danvers protested. "Just hear him,
Mrs. Leslie. It was a wild duck that I shot down here
by the lake."

Carter chuckled and went on with his teasing. "I
came near being called as a witness to that cruel murder,
for I was back-setting the thirty acres down by the lake
when I heard a shot an' a yeil. I read it that he'd got
himself, an' was jes' going after the remains, when up he
comes on a hungry lope, gun in one hand and a mahard
in the other. The bird was that mussed up its own
mother couldn't have told it from a cocoanut door-mat.
Looked like it had made foolish faces at a Catling; yet
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IVf' "'1*''^*
''^f''

"'^ unfortunate animal at eightyyards on the wing." "^'smy

,hn T°" ^°^ ^°'^- ''°'' *''^' °^^ ^"" °f mine used to

Mrkavell^A: "l'""^'^''-
"'* "*= choke-bored!Mrs^ Ravell At eighty-yards it would put every shotinside of a three-foot circle."

^
•The feather marking looked sort of familiar to me "

Carter went calmly on, "An' he admits, on cross-ei-ammation, that he murders this bird in front of my

"What of it.i'" Danvers eagerly put in. "Wild ducks
light any old place."

^^
"But it jes- happens that the confiding critter hasraised her brood in the sedges there, beini encouraged

an- incited thereto by my wife, who throws it br° ad an-other pickings. Taking Danvers' gun-barrel for somenew kind of worm, when he pokes it through the sedseshe sails nght up and is examining the boring thereofwhen, bang! she's blown into a railroad disaster "

"Tt w ' M? ^™' ^"- ^^^^"•" J^an^e^s pleaded.
It was a wild duck, and I shot it flying "

fin,'i°f
"^^ new gun's what you say it is," the tormentor

. ^o^'^K •

^°:".^u'*^r
'° ^'^''"^ °" P^irie chicken an'don t be misled by Mrs. Leslie's hens "

chicken!'^°"^^
^ '°"''^"'* *''" ^ ^'"^ f™'" ^ P^^^^e

Carter joined in the laugh which Danvers' indignant
remonstrance drew from the women, yet under?he
laugh, beneath his humorous indifference, lay a sad
heart. She knew they were coming! She didn't tellme! Down by the lake he had reasoned the situation
out to its cruel conclusion-" She's ashamed of me""

,^°tl'.
>"•';

u^'^ *'l'.
^'^ °" '^' '^^ ^^^ed him well

in that It set him on his mettle, nerved him to carry offthe situation. ^
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He did not try to transcend his limitations, to clog
himself with unfamiliar restrictions of speech or man-
ners. But within those limitations he did his best, and
did It so well that neither woman was conscious of social
difference. He showed none of the bashfulness which
might be expected from a frontiersman sitting for the
first time at table with fashionable women in dinner-
gowns. On the contrary, he admired the pretty dresses,
the white arms, the hands that handled the teacups so
gracefully; and when he spoke the matter so ecUpsed
the manner that it is doubtful whether Kate Ravell
noticed a single locution. His shrewd common-sense,
quaint humor, the quickness with which he grasped a
new point of view, and the freshness of his own impressed
her with his strong personality. Pleased and amused,
she had no time to notice grammatical lapses or small
table gaucheries that had irritated Helen by constant
repetition.

"He's deUghtful," she told her husband, in a conjugal
aside.

In the conversation which ensued after they joined
the others outside. Carter also took no mean part. Of
things he knew, and these ranged over subjects that
were the more interesting because unfamiliar to the
town-bred folks, he spoke entertainingly; and on those
foreign to his experience he preserved silence. On every
common topic his opinion was sound, wholesome. His
keen wit punctured several fallacies. The quaint respect
of his manner to the women served him as well with the
men.

"Big brain," Ravell told his wife in that conference
which all married folk have held since the first pair
retired to their bedroom under the stars at the forks of
the Euphrates. "That fellow will go far."

"So gentle and kind," Kate added. "I think Helen
126



THE BREAK
is lucky. Those English peoj-.c «, n,ce
musingly; "but if I were Helen I'd keep

* .^"''^^•" *6 ^ent on,
an eye on Mm.

He shook his head reprovinglv "Vo„ ^hTTij *
make snap judgments, Kate

•^" "* '''°"'*^ *

before^t 7'"f'''1 ^ ""'' ^^^"^ *hat occurred just

^la, ana Helen had gone m-doors with her eue.it.!Danvez^, who was riding, had galloped away ThS, atthe las moment, LesUe remembered that he had lefthis halters at the stable. While he ran back Carter

showed h' J''
r"«-

^""'^"* northern moonShshowed him Mrs. Leslie's eyes, dark dilated 3 h»Ignored their knowledge till she spoke
' *

^'

I wouldn't have done it
"

"Done what?"
His stoicism could not hide the sudden flash of painShe saw It wnthe over his face like the quivering ofmolten lead ere his features set in stem immobility.^

"BJt w^""^
chivalrous of you." She smiled bitterly.

i3ut why wear a mask with me ?" ^
"You have the advantage of me, ma'am," he stifflvanswered, and moved round to the ponies' heads

^
Leslie w;^ now returning, but she spoke again,' quick-ly, eagerly, with the concentration of passion "Tt isalways the way! The more we spurn you the hotteryour love, and-" She paused, then, hearing her h^!band^s foot-fall whispered: "Vice versa. RemeXr! /wouldn't have done it!"

"'""i
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After their departing rattle had died. Carter threw
himself on the grass before the house and lay, head on
clasped hands, staring up at the moon; and Helen, who
was using unnecessary time making a temporary bed,

paused and looked out from the open door. The dark
figure loomed stem and still as the marble effigy of some
crusader. There was something awful in his silence; the

soft moonlight quivered around and about him, seemed
a sorrowful emanation. Frightened, remorseful, she sat

locking and unlocking her fingers. What was he think-

ing?

Part of his thought was easy to divine. It would be
common to any man in his situation—the huit pride,

jealous pain, misgiving, unhappiness, but beyond these

was an unknown quantity, the product of his own pecul-

iar individuality. His keen intellect had already ana-

lyzed the cause of her shame. He was rough, crude,

unpolished I Any man might also have reached that

conclusion. It was in the synthesis, the upbuilding of

thought from that conclusion, that he branched from the

common. He was humble enough in acknowledging his

defects. Yet his natural wit showed him that humility

would not serve in these premises. Forgiveness for the

crime against his personality would not remove the cause

of the offence. Far-sighted, he saw down the vista of

years his and her love slowly dying of the same similar

offences and causes. That, at least, should never bel

He had reached a decision before she came creeping out
in her night-dress.

"Aren't you coming to bed, dear?"
He sensed the remorse, sorrow, pity in her voice, but

these were not the feelings to move his resolution. Pity!

It is the anodyne, the peaceful end of love. Rising, he
stretched his great arms and turned towards the sta-

bles.

xa8
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"Where are you going ?" she caUed. sharply, under the
urge of sudden fear.

"To turn in on the hay."
She ran and caught his arm, and turned her pale face

up to his. "Why? I have made our bed on the couch
Won t you come in?"
"No!"
"Why ?" she reiterated. " Oh, why ?"

"Because it is shame to live together when love has
fled.

She clasped his arm with both hands. "Oh, don't say
that! How can you say it? Who says I do not love
you?"

"Yourself." His weary, hopeless tone brought her
tears. "In love there is no shame, an' you was ashamed
of me.
"I did mean to tell you." Desperate, she caught his

neck. How valuable this love was becoming, now she
felt It slipping from her! "I did! But you went away
without saying good-bye."
"There was opportunity, plenty. You could have

sent for me."
His sternness set her trembling. '

'Then—I thought—
I thought—they were only to be here for one day. Such
a short visit. I thought they might misjudge—I didn't
want to expose you to hostile criticism."
"You've said it. Love knows no fear. Good-night."
"Oh\—please—don't t" she called after him, as he

strode away. Pity, woman's weakness, the conservative
instinct that makes against broken ties, these were all
behind her cry, and his keen sensibility instantly detected
them. He closed the .stable door.
According to the canons of romance, it would have

been very proper for that jarring echo to have unstopper-
ed the fountains of her love and all things would have
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come to a proper ending. But, somehow, it did not.

After a burst of crying into her lonely pillow, she lay

and permitted her mind to hark back over her married

life. Hardship, squalor, suffering, misfortune pa- -d in

review till she gained back to the days when Molyneux

had also paid her court. What share had anger and

pique in ''ecting her decision? Angry pride was, just

then, ready to yield them the larger proportion. Later

came softer memories. She was troubled as she thought

of his generous kindness. Under the thought affection,

if not love, revived, and conscience permitted no sleep

until she promised to beg ( -nveness.

However, circumstance r'> i ed her of the opportunity.

Before the Ravells retired. Carter had said good-bye, as

he intended to start back for the woods before sunrise.

"You needn't to get up, either," he had told her. "I'll

take breakfast with Bender." But now she promised

herself that she would rise, get him a hot meal, and then

make her peace. But at dawn she was awakened by his

wheels, and, nmning to the door, she was just in time to

see him go by. She would have called only, as the cry

trembled to her lips, his words of the night before re-

curred to memory—"Marriage without love is shame!"

Suddenly conscious of her night-gear, she shrank as a

young girl would from the eye of a stranger, and the

chance was gone.

"I'll tell him when he returns," she murmured, blush-

ing.

But he did not return; and two days later Bender

and Jenny Hines drove up to the door.

In the neatly dressed girl, with hair done on top of

her head, it was difficult, indeed, to recognize the for-

lorn creature whom Bender had picked up o hat night

trail. Though she was still small—a legacy from her
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drudging yean— she had filled and rounded out Into

a becoming pltunpness. Her pale eyes had deepened,
were full of sparkle and color. Two years ago she would
have been deemed incapable of the smile she turned on
Helen.

"I'm so glad to see you. Mrs. Carter; an' I'm to stay
with you all winter while your husband's up at the camp.
The doctor didn't want to let me go," she said, not not-

ing Helen's surprise, "an' he wouldn't to any one but
you."

"The camp? What camp?"
It was Jenny's turn to stare. As for Bender, he gaped,

while his colors rivalled those of a cooked beet. Sweat-
ing under her questions, he looked off and away to escape

the spectacle of her white misery as he explained Carter's

new enterprise and its glorious possibilities. He finished

with an attempt at comfort.

"I ain't surprised that he didn't tell you. I allow he
was going to spring it on you all hatched and full-fledged.

Me an' Jenny here was real stupid to give it away. Might
just as well have said as she'd come on a httle visit. I

allow he'll be hopping mad at the pair of us. An' now
I'll have to be going after the Cougar. He'll do he
chores till we kin get you a hired man."

If the fiction eased the situation, it deceived neither

her nor them. Having, a week later, delivered the new
hired man, a strong young Swede, Bender deUvered his

real opinion with dubious head-shakings while carting

the Cougar away. "Don't it beat hell, Cougar? Him
that straight an' good, her that sweet an' purty, yet they

don't hitch. It's discouraging."

"Well," the cynic grunted, "take warning."

Bender eyed him wrathfully. "Now what in hell do
you mean ?"

But he blushed under the Cougar's meaning glance.
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"I icclcon he'll drop in on his way up," Bender had

assured Helen. But he did not. She yet allowed herself

to hope—hoped on while the weeks drew into months,

each of which brought a check for household expenses.

Soon the snows blanketed the prairies; heavy frost vied

with the cold at her heart; and he had not come.

Jenny's reticence kept the truth from leaking out ; but

such things may not be hid, and about Christmas-time

it was whispered through *he settlements that Carter

bad left his wife.
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THE CAMP

THAT was a hard winter. From five feet of snow
the settlements thrust up. snin, ugly blotches on

the whiteness. And it was very cold. Once the spirit
dropped down, down, down to seventy-two below zero

—

one hundred and four degrees of frost. Fifty was normal

,

forty, rather warm. Also it stormed, and when the
blizzard cut loose, earth, air, or sky was not merged in
blanched chaos.

Nestling snugly in the heart of the spruce. Carter's
camp, however, was free of the blizzard. Let the forest
heave to upper air-currents, tossing skeleton branches
with eerie .•( .f;

, yet the gangs worked in comfort,
cutting ant; ui j.ii, logs, while outside a hundred-mile
wind might be herding the drifts.

By New Year's his work was well in hand. Eight
million feet of logs lay on the ice, filling Silver Creek
bankful like a black flood for a long half-mile. Not that
this had been accomplished without friction. Such jet-

tison of humanity as drifts to a lumber-camp does not
shake down to work in a day. From earth's four cor-
ners a gallows crew of Swedes, French, Russians, Irish,
Canadians, Yankees drifted in, and for one month there-
after intemecme war raged in the bunk-houses. Then,
having bit, gouged, and kicked itself into some sort of a
social status, the camp concentrated upon the boss.
The choppers, strangers to him, soon took his measure.
" 133
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ill::

A swift answer to a mutinous glance, an order quietly

drawled, and the relation was duly fixed. But it was

different with the teamsters. They, with their teams,

were all drawn from the settlements and knew him per-

sonally or by report. Even Hines had condescended to

accept three dollars a day and board at the hand of his

enemy. But than this no man can greater offend against

his neighbors—to rise superior in the common struggle

for existence. From them he obtained no credit for the

initiative which had conjured the camp out of nothing.

Now that it was in full swing, each man felt that he could

have done the trick himself. A man may have no honor

in his own country; so, as always was, alw?.ys will be,

they, the weak, snarled at him, the strong carrying their

envious spite to the length of trying to kill the goose

which was laying the golden egg. Though the money

earned this winter would make an easy summer, they

struck at the source of supply—wasted his fodder, tipped

over his sleds, cast logs off to lighten their loads, mani-

fested their jealousy in a hundred mean ways.

The matter of the fodder he easily corrected. Dis-

covering the teams one evening bedded to their bellies

with his choicest hay, he sent for Bender, who expressed

himself profanely over the waste.

"If this keeps up we'll be out of hay an' a job in

another month," Carter said. "What's got into them?"

"Search me," the giant foreman answered. "They

know a heap better. Pure malice, I reckon."

"Got a good man in your gang?"

"Big Hans, the loader. He's licked every man in his

outfit."

"Well, put him in charge of the stables, with fifty

cents a day raise."

"Don't need the raise," Bender suggested. "He'd

sooner fight than eat."
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"Oh. give it to him."
Events justified the expenditure. At the end of a

week It were, indeed, difficult to locate a feature of Big
Hans s face—to distinguish nose from cheek or discover
his mouth. But beyond this uncertainty of visage there
was nothing undecided about Hans. He had worked
steadily through the teamsters and come out on top
The waste stopped.

The dereUct logs and loads were not so easily settled
Once sometimes twice, a month business called Carter
to Winmpeg. and. though Bender ruled the camp with
an iron fist, one pair of eyes cannot keep tab on fifty
teamsters. Driving in one evening. Carter counted fif-
teen cast-off loads between the dumps and the skidways
The last lay within three hundred yards of the skids
where a halloo would have brought the Cougar—loading
boss—and a dozen men to the teamster's aid.
That was the last straw. Through gray obscurity of

snowy dusk Carter stared at the dark mass as though it
mcamated the muUsh obstinacy which dogged his enter-
pnse. Perhaps it did, to him, for he muttered: "I'm
real sorry for you. Must have troubled you some to
make back to the stables. Guess you wasn't late for
supper."

Vexed, indignant, he drove slowly by the skidways
where the sleds stood loaded for the morning trip
Enormous affairs, built on his own plans, fourteen feet
across the bunks, they were loaded squarely with four
tiers of logs, then ran up to a single log. In the gloom
they loomed like hay -stacks, and a stranger to the
woods would have sworn that no single team could start
one. But they ran on rounded runners over iced tracks,
and Carter knew that they were not overloaded.
"No kick there," he muttered.
Farther on i rise in the trail gave him a view of the

«3S
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camp across a wide slough: a jumble of log buildings

that shouldered one another over the inequalities of a

narrow, open strip between slough and forest. Under

the rising moon the sod roofs, fiat and snow-clad, gleam-

ed faintly. Patches of yellow, frosted windows blotched

the mass of the walls. Beyond, dark spruce towered

against the sky-line. It spread, that gloomy mantle of

spruce, illimitable as night itself, northward to the fro-

zen circle, its vast expanse unbroken by other centre

of warmth and light. Solitary splash of life, the camp
emphasized the profundities of environing space, accent-

uated their loneliness.

Reining in, Carter gazed thoughtfully at this, the work
of his hands. The clear air gave him many voices. He
could hear Big Hans swearing quaintly in the stables.

A teamster sang on his way to the cook-house. An
oblong of brighter yellow flashed out of a mass. That
was the cook-house door opening to admit the singer.

Came a murmur and clatter of dishes; then light and
sound vanished. Suddenly, far off, a long howl troubled

the silence. Wild, mournful, tremulous, it was emble-

matic of his problem. Here, a hundred miles beyond
the stretch of the law's longest finger, the law of the

wolf pack still obtained— only the strong hand could

rule.

The howl also signalled his arrival at a conclusion.

"They're at supper," he muttered. "I'll tackle them
there an' now."

First he went to the office, a rough log-hut which he

shared with Bender. The giant lay, smoking, in his

bimk, but he sprang up at Carter's news.
'

' An' I busted

the head of the Russian on'y yesterday for pitching off

a loadl Who's at the bottom of it? Now you've got

me. Michigan Red's as mean as any. Jes' this morning

he busted two whiffle-trees running, an' I happened along
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jes' in time to save the third. Of course, his runners was
froze down hard, an' him snapping his heavy team like

all get out.

"'From your looks,' I says to him, 'I'd have allowed

you'd sense enough to loosen your bobs!' He on'y

grinned. 'Clean forgotten, boss. Kick that hinter

bunker, will you?' That man," Bender finished, "has
gall enough to fix out a right smart tannery."

Carter frowned. The man, a red-haired, red-bearded

fellow, with a greenishly pale face and cold, bleak eyes,

had come in from the wheat settlements about the

Prairie Portage, driving a huge team of blacks. The
one, a stallion, rose sixteen and a half hands to the crest

of his swelUng shoulder. Reputed a man -killer, he

wore an iron muzzle in stable or out. His mate, a rat-

tailed mare, equally big, differed only in the insignia

of wickedness, wearing a kicking - strap in harness,

a log -chain in the stable. Man and team were well

mated.

"If he'd make his pick on me!" Bender growled on,

"'twould have been pie -easy. I'd have smashed him
one, an' you could have handed out his walking-papers.

But no! It's you he's laying for. 'Your boss ain't

big enough to do it," he says, when I tell him that

there'll be other things than busted whiffle - trees if

he don't look out. 'You're a privileged character

till I'm through with him.' An' that's just the way
of it. He'll swallow all I kin give him while waiting

for you."

Carter's nod confirmed Bender's reasoning. No one

else could play his hand in this game of men. The giant

had deferred to that unwritten law of the woods which

reads that every man must win his own battles. "Know
anything of him.'" he asked.

"Cougar ran acrost him once in Michigan. Don't lay
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f ' "o stress on his character, but says he's miehty eood
with his hands."

s / s

"Well, come along to the cook-house."
As they opened the cook-house door a hundred men

looked up from the three tables which ran the length
of the long log-hut. These bristled with tinware, and
between them and the stove three cookees ran back
and forth with smoking platters of potatoes, beans, and
bacon. At the upper end a reflector lamp shed a bright
light over the cook and his pots; but tables were dimly
lighted by candles stuck upright at intervals in their
own greas Their feetie flicker threw red shirts and
dark, hai-5 ^aces into Rembrandt shadow. Hot, oily,
flushed from fast and heavy eating, intensely animal!
they peered through the reek of steaming food at Carter.

"I won't keep you a minute," he answered the resent-
ment which his interruption had called to all the faces.
"I jes' want to say that too many logs have been
dumped by the trail of late. No^' if any teamster
thinks that the loaders are stacking it on him, he can
report to the foreman, who'll see him righted. But if.

after this
—

"

"More beans!" A laugh followed the harsh interrup-
tion. The faces turned to Michigan Red. When the
others paused he had continued eating, and now, his
greenish face aglow with insolence, he was holding an
empty platter out to the nearest cookee.

It was a difficult situation. There was no mistaking
his intent, yet the interruption was timed so cunningly
as to leave no actual cause of offence. Behind Carter,
Bender bristled with rage, ready to sweep casuistical
distinctions aside with his fist. Malignantly curious, the
faces turned back to Carter.

He waited quietly till the red teamster was served;
paused even then, for, as the latter fell to his eating,'
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shovelling beans into his mouth r.ith knife loaded the

wTi°nV ' ''''^''
''t;'"

^'^P'^ri-^'^'l an uncomfortable
twi je of memory. The squared elbows, nimble knifebent head grossly caricatured himself in the first daysof h,s mamage, and vividly recalled Helen's gentle tute-
lage. For a second he saw himself with her eyes thenpnde thrust away the vision.
"After this"—he began where he had left off—"anvteamster who dua,ps a load without permission cgood^cause w.ll be docked time and charged for his

.

"More pork!" It was the red teamster again. Rest-

hlZ f'"^^ '^^ *"'^'' ^"'^ ^' ^'^'^ °"t the platebehmd h.m he permitted his bleak glance to wanderalong the gnns till it brought up on Carter,

a W^ ^^
v*^

anger Bender stepped, but Carter laida hand on his arm while he spoke to the cook. "Thisman has a tape-worm. Send him the pot
"

Blunt and to the point, the answer exactly suitedlumbeman pnmitive humor. As the door closed behindthem Bender s chuckles echoed the men's roaring laugh
Fixed him that time." he commented, "But he comeback right smart."
"Can't come too soon. It all helps to fill in

"
Bender sensed the sadness in his tone, and the bigheart of him was troubled. These months past he had^en Carter pile task on task, seeking an anodyne forunhappmess m ceaseless toil. Every night the officehghts buried unholy hours. Waking this particularmght long after twelve. Bender saw that Carter was

still at his desk.

.4'^.™^ y°" ^^^ a book-keeper," he remonstrated.
Irail you are travelling ends in the *sylum."
"Book-keeper couldn't do this work."
"No?" Bender sat up. "What's the brand?"
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"Figuring—grading contrac's, bridges, trestles, tim-
bering."

"For what?"
"A railroad."

Bender .snorted. "Shore! You ain't surely calculat-
ing on the C. P.'s building the branch.'"
"No."
The monosyllable discouraged further questioning,

but Bender stuck to his main objection. "Well, if you
keep this gait you'll railroad yourself into the graveyard.
It is two now; at five you'll be out with the loaders."

"Correct."

The giant straightened up in his bunk. "Good God,
man! Don't you never sleep

?"

"I'll sleep to-morrow night. Now, shut up!"
Growling, Bender subsided, and long after he had slid

again into the land of dreams, Carter stared at the op-
posite wall with eyes that gave him neither the bales,
boxes, ranged along its length, nor the shirts, socks,
overalls, and other lumbermen's supplies on the rough
shelving. He saw only Helen's flower face blossoming
out of the blackness of the far comer.
The replica of himself that he had seen that night in

Michigan Red was but the climax of similar, if milder,
experiences. Naturally enough, his Winnipeg trips had
brought him in contact with people of more or less re-
finement. He met them at hotels, or in the parlors of
his business acquaintances when, as sometimes happened,
they invited him to dinner. Such circumstances had
simply forced him to set a guard on his speech and
manners—to imitate those about him. There had been
nothing slavish in his imitation—no subtraction from the
force of his personality. It was rather the grafting of
the strong, wild plant with the fruit of hot-house culture.
It inhered in a dawning realization that manners, cour-
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tesy social customs were based on consideration for oth-
ers happiness, besides being pleasant of themselves
Not that he was ready to admit the fact as sufficient

excuse for Helen's treatment of himself. Hurt pride
forbade. "She didn't give me a chance," he murmured
I d have come to it—in time. She was ashamed."
Yet each concession to social custom became an argu-

ment for her, and was turned against him in the nightly
conflict between pride, passion, love, and reason Often
love would nearly win. While her face smiled from the
corner, love would whisper: "She is yours. Six hours'
nde will take you to her."
But pride always answered, "Wait till she sends for

you. And he would turn again to his figuring.
For pride had enlisted ambition in its aid. Long ago

his clear sight had shown him the need of a competing
railroad, and gradually a scheme had grown upon him
What man had done, man could do. If a great trunk
road comd uevelop from the imagination of one man a
transverse line that should strike south and find an
outlet on the American border could hatch from the
brain of another. He would build it himself. Already
he had broached the matter to his financial backers, and
they had given it favorable consideration—more were
interesting other capitalists in the project. So, in camp
on trail, his every spare moment was given to the work-
ing out of construction estimates.
Only once was his resolution shaken. From Lone Tree

the camp "tote" trail slid due northeast, passing the
settlements a half-dozen miles to the east. Save on this
one occasion, when the need of men and teams caused
hini to take the other, he always used the "tote" trailAnd even this time he did not dally in the settlements'
Having advertised his need at the Assiniboin mission
flynn s, and the post-office, he headed up for the camp
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as dusk blanketed the prairies. Dark brought him to
his own forks, where, reining in, he gazed long at a
yellow blotch on the night, his own kitchen light. A
five-minute trot would put him with her! Love urged
go! Pride said nay! And vhile they battled his ponies
shivered in the bitter wind. He waited, waited, waited.
Which would have won out will never be known, for

presently a. cutter dashed out of the gloom, swung round
on his trail, and, as he turned out to let it by, he caught
voices, Helen's and Mrs. Leslie's, in lively chatter.

Leaning over, he lashed his ponies, raced them into

the camp.
After that he turned with renewed assiduity to his

figures. Still, they are dry things, matters of intellect,

useless for the alleviation of feeling. One emotion re-

quires another for its cure, and the trouble with Michigan
Red promised more forgetfulness than could be obtained
from the most intricate calculations. Tnat is why he
had said, "He can't come back too soon."

He quickened at the thought of the coming struggle.

In himself the red teamster embodied the envy, spite,

disaffection which, from the first, had clogged Carter's

enterprise. He materialized the vexatious forces, im-
palpable things that Carter had been fighting, and he
felt the relief which comes to the man who at last drives

a mysterious enemy out to the open.
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THB RED TEAMSTER

AS 'endcr prophesied, Michigan Red came back
/A "nght smartly."

The following Sunday was one of those rare winter
days when the mercury crawls out of its ball suificiently
to register a point or two. At noon the silver column in-
dicated only four below zero, and, accustomed to sterner
temperatures, the men lolled about the camp bare-
headed and shirt-sleeved. One hardy group was running
a poker game on a blanket under the sunny lea of a bunk-
house; the younger men, choppers and teamsters, sky-
larked about the camp essaying feats of strength: some
tossed the caber, others put the shot, a third squad startled
the forest with the platoon fire of a whip-cracking con-
test. Standing in his doorway, the cook, autocrat of the
camp, remarked patronizingly on the latter performance.

"Pretty fair," he judicially observed, as one young
fellow raised the echoes— " pretty fair. Carrots, but
Sliver there has you beat. Needn't to look so cocky,
though. Sliver," he qualified his praise, "or I'll call up
Michigan to teach you how to crack a whip."
"Qh, shucks! I ain't scared o' him," Sliver grinned.

Then, rising to his slim height, he writhed body and arm
and let forth a veritable feu de joie.

"You would, would you?" the cook warned. "Here,
Red!" he called to the gamblers. "Get up an' give this

kid a lesson."
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"You go plumb to
—

" The location was drowned by
Sliver's second volley.

"Oh, come, Redl" the cook urged. "This kid makes
me tired."

The red teamster went on playing, and would, no
doubt, have indefinitely continued the game but that,

looking up to curse the importunate cook, he saw the

stable roustabout interestedly watching the whip-crack-

ers. A man in years, the latter was a child in intellect,

simple to the point of half-wittedness. Picking him up,

starving, in Winnipeg, Carter had brought him up to the

camp early in the winter, and ever since he had served

as a butt for the camp's jokes.

Michigan rose. "Lend me your whip. Carrots!"

"Now you'll see!" the cook confidently affirmed, as

the long lash writhed about Michigan's head. Explod-
ing, it sent a trail of echoes coursing through the forest.

As is the pop of a pistol to the roar of a cannon, so was
his volley compared to that of Sliver. Then, to prove
himself in accuracy, Michigan snapped a ily from the

cook's bare arm.
"A trifle close," he exclaimed, rubbing the spot. "Do

it ag'in, Red, an' I cut out your Sunday pudding."

Grinning, Michigan swung again, turned, as the lash

writhed in mid-air, and cracked ic explosively within an
inch of the roustabout's esr. "Stan* still, y^u son of a

gun!" he swore, as the poo ;impleton flinched. "Keep
him in, boys. Stan' still, or I'll take it clean oS nex'

crack. . . . Now we'll play you've a fly on the tip of

your nose."

The play was too realistic, drawing a spot of blood.

Yelling with pain, the roustabout swore, begged, pleaded

piteously to be let alone. But a circle of grinning team-
sters hedged him in on all sides save where the red

teamster stood with his whip. Man, iit the aggregate, is
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always cruel. Let a few hunUred blameless citizens,
fathers of families, husbands, brothers, be gathered to-
gether and flicked with passion's whip, and you have a
mob equal to the barbarities of Caligula. And these
ir^n were raw, wild as the woods. Shoving the simple-
ton back whenever he tried to break, they stood grin-
ning while Michigan cut cracking circles about his head.
Sometimes his hair moved under the wind of the lash;
sometimes it grazed his nose. There was no telling
where it would explode. He could not dodge it. Try-
ing, the whip drew blood from his neck.
"Stan* still, then!" the red teamster answered his yell

of pain. "I ain't responsible for your cavortings."
"Spoiling Red's aim!" the cook admonished, severely.

"I never seed your like!"

^^
''Now open your mouth wide," the tormentor went on.

"I'm agoin* to put the tip in your mouth without tech-
in* your lips—if you don't move. Open wide!"
But the man's small wits were now completely gone.

He opened his mouth obediently, then, uttering a scream,
a raucous, animal cry, he sprang at his tormentor. But
a dozen hands seized and dragged him back.
"Hold him, boys! I'll skin the tip of his nose for

that."

As Michigan swung his whip the roustabout sent forth
scream on scream. Foam gathered on his lips. Terror
had driven him insane.

"No, no!" the cook remonstrated. "That's enough.
Red—that's enough!"

Unheeding, the teamster took aim, swung, then

—

another lash tangled in his. Yelling with the sudden
pain of a twisted wrist, he swung round on Carter.
Unobserved, he had run across from his ofiSce, snatched
up Sliver's whip, tangled Michigan's lash, and jerked it

over his shoulder.
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"Boyt"—he now faced the flushed crowd—"! don't
kllow to mix up -.ith your fun, but what do you call

this?"

One glance at the bloody weal on the roustabout*!
neck and the brutal mob resolved into its indiv* ' jal

components, each a unit of sorrow for its share iu the
torture.

"Jest a poor fool at that." Carter i:M his hand on
the simpleton's shmlder.

"Shore.shorel Yes!" the cook agreed. "It'stoobad.
We didn't go to do that. No. We jest calculated to
hav- a little fun, an' •'.rried it a leetle too far."

"That's sol That's sol" Carrots, Smith, and Sliver

all seconi^ed thr cook, all voicing repentant public
opinion.

"No, Re>! d.dn't go to do that," the cook continued.
"He moved. Red didn't mean it, did you, Red?"

After that one yell of pain the red teamster's eyes
had glued to a handspike which lay near by. But the
useless wrist checked the impulse, and he stood, sullenly

noting changed opinion.

"Is this a Sunday-school?" he answered, sneering.
" Or mebbe a Young Folks' Christian Endeavor ? Sliver,

what's the golden text?"

"Oh, shore, Redl" Sliver remonstrated.

"It's this." Carter looked round the group. "Any
man who lays a hand on this poor lad again gets his
time." His glance fixed on Michigan Red.
The red teamster shrugged. His chance had gone by,

and he was acute enough to recognize the fact. Not
that he lacked coxirage or strength to try it out, man
for man—bite, gouge, kick, in the brutal fashion of the
lumber woods. Taken by surprise, he had lost his
vantage, and now saw that his adversary had cleverly
ranged against him an adverse opinion.
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"Some

.tl^o, .? -^ "™* * *'='='^ '•''"• Entering thestables at noon in search of Brady, the water-hauler

thThUr ."'.r'"^
''"'"'"" ^''^^'^ °" 'he top rafo

Which he hf/'"":' ''"!!•
i"

^'' •''*"'* *•''= iron muzzle

ei Lth.TT^'^ '^T
'^' "^""^ -"'Sht feed withease. As the beast snapped, rather than ate, his oats

at R.H.''k'?'- ^^^'^ «•'"'='='' ^™'" 'he tail of his eye'at Red. but, indiflferent to the brute's mood and the

:=hftXc°o^ '"' ^^"°^^' ''- "^-- "'-?^

It was by just such tricks that he had gained ascen-dency over his fellows. Whereas it was worth anotherman's hfe to step into their stall, the blacks would stand

noi7»f •'"
-u^" *il5

^^" ^hile Michigan slapped and

^.„i- ?'" "'''•• Th« '''^" '" 'he beasts seemed to

'"CXV'I"";^ '" ""• P'^'^-g^^" fiend in the man.
Brady here? Carter asked. "Oh. there you are!"He stood immediately behind the stallion, and as hespoke Michigan brought the iron muzzle down with ahwack on the brute's ribs. Snorting, it lashed out!

just missmg Carter. One huge, steel-shod heel, indeed
passed on either side of his head. Under such circum"

^fw^\^'»^•K
^"^^ * ""'^ "°'^ '^an justifiable; yet

after that tribute to surprise Carter stepped qietlybeyond range and went oft talking to Brady.
"This afternoon you can hitch to the water-cart an'

jce the track in to them new skidways."
Then, turning, he eyed Michigan Red. "That's atechy beast of youm. friend."
"Techy?" Michigan sneered. "There ain't anotherman in this camp as kin put the leathers on him!"
No?
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"No!" Swinging his heels against the stall, Michigan

added, "Not a damned man."
Picking up a spear of hay. Carter chewed it while he

looked over the beast, now foaming with rage. It was

a dare. He knew it—saw also the amused interest in

the on-lookers. They felt Michigan had him in the door.

"The leathers," he remarked, "are on him."

It was a skilful move, throwing the initiative back to

the teamster. Not one whit fazed, however, he ex-

claimed, in mock surprise, "Why, damme, so they are!"

Sliding down, he laid a hand on the stallion's crest.

Instantly the brtite ceased his plunging, uneasy stepping,

and while the man stripped off the harness only long,

slow shivers told of smothered fury.

"There you arel" He threw collar and harness at

Carter's feet.

"Look here, boss!" Brady remonstrated, as Carter

•picked them up. "I wouldn't go to do it. Shure I

wouldn't. The baste is a man -killer be Red's own
word. Luk a' him for the proof."

Ears laid flat to his neck, glossy hide shivering, the

whites of his eyes showing viciously, chisel teeth pro-

truding through grinning lips, the stallion's appearance

bore out his reputation.

"I wouldn't!" a dozen teamsters chorused.

Unheeding, Carter entered the stall. As he ranged
alongside, the stallion tried to rear, but was snapped

back by his halter-chain. So foiled, he humped his

shoulders, dropping his head between his knees; then,

just when the teamsters expected to see the sixteen

hundred pounds of him grind Carter against the stall,

he suddenly straightened and stood still as before, save

for the slow shivers.

"Mother of Godl" Brady exclaimed. "What '11 that

mane?"
148
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Carter's hand rested on the beast's crest. What didU mean? Only the red teamster knew. But Xh^the annnal shook to the memory of some torTure wmerely mistook the firm hand for that of his master' he

r^el TW'
"'''"

""T' ^'^J"^*^'^ «"d buckled the

b^h?'n I? ' ^* the. cinching of the bellyband;but he quickly quieted. The cHck of the breechin^-snaps sounded Uke breaking sticks through thrstabl!and as he stepped out from the stall a score of breathsissued in one huge sigh.
oreatns

"Now hurry, Brady," he said. "The job will keenyou humping till sundown." P

Respectful glances followed him away from the stable.

W,f? I ?^" '° ^ vulnerable spot, and though,
hereafter they might growl and grumble-the lumber:man s sole relaxatxon-he could count on a fair amountof obedience from all but such malingerers as Shinn andHines. or a natural anarchist Uke Michigan Red. Thelatter took on the yoke of authority only to defy itand though even his bleak face Ut up as sunlight strug-'
gles through frost of a winter's morning, he s^n found
cause for further trouble.
Dropping into the smith's shop a few davs later

Carter found Seebach, the German smith, rue?^Iy co":templating a half-dozen disabled sleds. "Herr Gott'"he exclaimed "In one half-day these haf come inAhetty yet I works Hke free tefils, an' this iss theleedle games they play on me. It is that you gifs me ahelper or I quit—eh.?"

«nlr i^"^<l *,°J*"gh °ver the other's ludicrous

thf.;
^^'*«'- Pf

^'ed °ver the breakage. As aforesaid,
the sleds had been built on his own plans to carr.^

kr°r\ t'^l J°
^°"-»'y-'^^ "^"ners, shod with^mch of steel, hardwood bunkers a foot square werefastened with solid iron knees braced with inch stTa"!"
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iron. Every bolt and pin was on the same massive plan.

The best of a dozen patterns of as many logging-camps

had gone into the making of those sleds. Yet, though

they ought to have been good for twenty tons on the

roughest kind of a road, they were racked, spUt, or

twisted, bunkers torn off, ironwork on all badly sprung.

Carter whistled. "How did they do it ?"

"Brady, he says it vas the new roat into the pridge

timbers. In one place it goes Uke hell over a pank down
to a lake, with a quick turn at the pottom. 'The Pig

Glide,' Brady calls it."

"I'll go out an' look at it."

A half-hour's walk brought him to the hill. Debouch-

ing from heavy timber, the trail inclined for two hundred

yards, then sheered down at an angle of forty-five de-

grees to a lake below. As the smith had said, an abrupt

turn at the bottom added to the trail's difficulties. Too

steep for ice-sledding, hay had been spread over the face

of the hill, and with this to ease the descent Carter

could see no reason for the broken sleds.

A man had been told ofE to respread the hay after

each passage, and he grinned at Carter's question.

"Bust 'em here? You bet! How? Well, they come

down on a gallop. Teams is coming now, so if you set

down in the scrub there you'll see 'em do it."

It was as he said. One after the other the teams

emerged from the forest, gathered speed on the incline,

and came flying down the hill, the great sleds cracking

and groaning under the strain of enormous loads as they

skidded around the bottom turn. Michigan Red came
last, and Carter's anger could not altogether drown a
thrill as he watched the red teamster take the hill.

Whooping, whip-cracking, blacks stretched on the gallop,

he tore down that plumb hill-side and skidded round the

turn, load balanced on one runner. It split, with a
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pistol report but the steel shoe held and he passedsafely on and down the lake

^^^

J'-^l """^J}"^
^"* *° ">» l°°se." the trackman explained. "T'others followed his dare " ''^"°°*" ^'^•

Well, they'll have to quit it Warn Part, r„o- t
an- report all to me that disobey " '

•^°*'

RJ^^" *^* Tv'"^' ^°^ '^P°'^^ that all but Michigan

£fs's cato 'lt',r'"' '^ "r'
'^°* ^"«- -'1-'"DOSS s calm. Expecting an explosion, he was ihp mr.,-^

Sdlim'^th^^'" V'"'''^''^'
pause Cartrdi^m ssed him with an order to take a couple of handrakes out on the job the following moZg To the

las"%bXtT r
''^' ^'^ "'^*™- '- to loadlast. Obedient, the Cougar sent Michigan Red to break

ni^n' ° Y^"" '^'^''^y' '^^' ^" °f his fellows had

foadTng.™
'°"" ''"" ^"''^ '"^'^ M-'^'g- was stS

y„'^^°f 'T "I'^t-^^y iogs, an- not too many," Carterhad ordered. But. incensed at the delay, the e^erndulged m such sarcastic allusions to the frailtyTtheloaders' female ancestors that the ribald crew oiled th^logs on till his load bulked like a hay-stack No '11^

st^r'^ 'Jn^'^°""^
'^^^^ starteShe :£ ouMrm*fh"skids; and while, with jerks and sudden snatched thefierce brutes worked it out of deep snow to the icedtracks, the loaders looked admiringly on It was a triumph in driving. Man and team^Jorked hke a clck'and, returning blasphemous answers to the loaders' com-

pliments, Michigan slid off down the trail
To make up for his lost time, he urged the blacks to a

,!^h, ^ ''^^^ swinging down the incline at twice hisusual speed. Not till he reached the very edge did hesee that the hay had been raked ofiE the face of the hill.A mask of ice, :t glittered in the sun
Half-way down Carter stood with Joe. Looking up.

»5i
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they saw Michigan poised on the top log, a red, sinister

figure against the sky. He seemed to pause, throw back
on his lines— a qttick, involuntary movement. Then,
craning forward, he glanced down that glittering stretch

—a comprehensive look that took in Carter, Joe, and
their plan.

"Give him a forkful under the runners as he goes by,"
Carter whispered. "Otherwise we'll kill his team."
A second, as aforesaid, the red teamster paused; then,

loosing his Unes, he leaned over and lashed the stallion

under the soft of the belly.

"My God !" Joe cried.

He saw the black brute rear, snorting—saw the black-

snake bite the mare's flank—saw the pair plunge over

the grade; then water bathed his eyes. He heard, how-
ever—^heard the rush and roar, a thunder of hoofs as the

long, steel calkings cut through the ice and struck fire

from the face of the hill. He felt the wind as the sled

passed, and waited for the crash—which did not come.

A voice, cold, deliberate, restored his vision. "I
didn't think it was in horse-flesh." Carter was gazing

after team and sled, now a black patch on the snow of

the lake. "Beat us this time, Joe," he continued; "but
we'll fix him to-morrow."

That evening, however, the red teamster enjoyed the

fruits of his exploit. It seasoned the beans at supper,

sweetened the stable choring. Opinion agreed that it

was now "up" to the boss, but spht on his probable

action, one-half the stable agreeing with Hines that

Michigan surely earned his discharge, the other half

holding that settlement by battle would be the certain

ending. Neither event, however, had come to pass by
bedtime, and the mystery was intensified by the chuck-

lings of the road gang, which came in from work long

after the teamsters retired. Next morning, too, the
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loaders-«vidently in the secret-added to the susoense

the red teamster. As his load slid through the forestmjeasmess manifested itself in thoughtful whsCs
Not tLrhf

^"^*<^''«^- -"e--ary talk to his hSs'

™pn tt J^ ^ ""^'^ ^^"''l- The half-dozen or so

"d"er"ouMno\r'"'''
"°"'' *^ '° -f°- '''^

-"
oraer could not have prevented him from at least send

foJii I ^ °^ opposition, and, coming out of the

oSi"* ^ ^^^^ ^'^^^ --^ "^-^ ^dden dot'

But he reined in at the hill. Instead of the force of

guae. ine hay had been respread on its face but—the road gang had built a rough bridge over a deepSy
lake. The racking curve was utterly abolishedGnnnmg, Joe said: "The boss allows that it's vourpnvilege to kill your own horses. So go it if ^ouwanter. Hain't going to hurt his sleds none."

^
Michigan walked his horses

out ^thfl
^^ T" °"*- Moreover, he had done it with-out the loss of prestige that would have ensued b/theusual brutal methods in vogue in lumber-camps. Uwof a man or people, cannot endure, of course, withoutorce behmd it. Yet behind his imperturbabTl t^qS

mandT*!; v' "1" '''' '""^ P°-«^ t° -f-ce hi lorn-rL^-S^r—--dinqu^^

'S3



THE SETTLER

It was their sympathy that caused the cook to main-

tain one can of poor baking-powder to be valid excuse

for leaving. But Carter disposed of minor troubles with

the same easy good-humor that he had given to big ones.

"I reckon you've been scandalously mistreated," he

told the cook. " I'm right sorry to lose you. Must you

go?"
Mollified, the cook stayed.

Then Baldy, chief of the "tote"-trail teamsters, rose

to the point that "thirty hun'red was load enough for

drifted trails."

"Thirty it is, Baldy," Carter cheerfully answered, and

Baldy yanked forty and forty-five hundred all winter

over the worst of trails.

He had proved himself in the mastership of men just

at the time that opportunity was holding out her hand,

and proof and fruit of his winning came the very day

that saw the last load delivered at the dumps. " It is a

go!" The wire which announced, with this bit of slang,

the successful financing of his railroad projects was

brought in by Baldy from Lone Tree, and with it but-

toned against his heart Carter made his way to the

stables where the teamsters were, as they thought, bed-

ding up for the last time.

"We have feed for three months left," he said, "and

I can promise work through the summer. At what?" He

turned, smiUng, on Brady. "Never mind; all those that

want it kin have it till freeze-up. In the mean time I'll

feed an' care for your teams till the log-drive is down."

Grumblers from the cradle, kickers bom, teamsters

and choppers had looked forward to this last day in

camp, swearing all that ten dollars a day would not hire

them for an hour longer. No, sirree—not an hour! Now
they looked their doubt.

"What's the pay?" Brady asked.

154



THE RED TEAMSTER

"ru^i
\^°^^^^,^ ^^y 'no'^'n you're getting."

me.ItL
'^''^ ^"""'"^ '" '•'^^ P""^- You kin sign

And me-me-me! The answers floated in from all

"Well, Red?"
"Didn't s'pose you'd need me "

ous. He had beaten the man at every point- to retainh>m where another would have discharged h^^Z^ldeed the crowning of his victory, and Michigan teewUHad he doubted, he had but to read it in theTo^te:nances of h.s fellows. A good gambler, however'rhrd

Ss dTr "u^
"*"' " P°°^ '°^^ -°"W have takenhis discharge he accepted re-employment.

His red beard split in a sneering grin. "Oh mess I'll
trouble you for a Uttle longer." ' ^ "
The day was eventful for another reason. Comineuo

C^nerVl^.ZtV°
'^' «^«l«'«eats, Bender handed

„ ^T/' 'f*t *^^* «^«"'"S. the superscription of which

the fi^f f'k
^.'°°'^ ^°°^^^ °^" ^'^ ««^k, for ifwas

wL tf i'
^"^ '''" °^ "^'^"'^ ^"ting these months.Was this the answer of his longing? Had she sent-at

h!.n\ T'' ^^'"t^led as he tore the wrapping,

l^tho^t
''^"'"^', ''^""^-

^' ^^ '^'^ l^^t =heck, returnedwithout an explanatory scrap.
"She's hired to teach her old school again." Benderanswered his blank look.
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TRAVAIL

IF
the white months seemed to lag with Carter up

at the camp, they dragged wearily with Helen down
in the settlements. Christmas had been particularly

dreary, for it did not require a woman's marvellous

memory for anniversaries for her to live over again every

incident and experience of last Yuletide. In their living-

room Carter had built a chimney and fireplace of mud,
Cree style, and on Christmas Eve she had cuddled in

against his broad breast and talked of a sweet possibility.

They had the usual pretty quarrel over sex and names

—

has the tongue one good enough for the first-born?

Then he had hung her stocking, and none other would

suit him, forsooth, but the one she was wearing. He had
laughed away her blushing protestations, and had l:iEsed

the white foot and toes that squirmed in his big hand.

Sitting alone this Christmas, she had blushed at the

memory; then. a gush of tears had cooled her hot cheeks,

tears of mingled sorrow and thankfulness that their

pretty dream had not taken form in flesh.

One January morning she sat, chin in hands, and
stared across the humming stove at the white drift out-

side. Nels, the Swedish hired man, had killed three pigs

for winter meat the day before, and with a touch of

humor that was foreign to his bleached complacency had
set them on all-fours in the snow. Stiff, frozen— so

hard, indeed, that the house-dog retired disconsolately
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alter a fruitless tug at an iron ear-they poked marble
shoulders out of a drift. The eye of one was closed in
a cunning wink. HU neighbor achieved a grin Themouth of the third was open and thrown back, as though
defying death with derisive laughter.

Steeped in thought, Helen did not see the grim ero-
twques. These months she had undergone three distinct
changes of feelmg. First she was becomingly repentant.
Viewed under the softening perspectives of time and dis-
tance, Carter's crudities waned, while his strength and
virtues waxed. The insignificant sloughed away from
his personahty, leaving only the strong, the virile Dur-
ing this stage she formed small plans towards reconcilia-
tion, and bided patiently at home, ceasing her visits to
Mrs. Leshe. Not that she felt them wrong, but. besides
the shame natural to her position, she liked to feel that
she was gratifying what she deemed her husband's prej-
udice; she experienced the satisfaction which accrues
from a penance self-imposed.
When, however, he did not return, she relapsed into

hurt silence— would not speak of him to Jenny, nor
hsten when Bender dropped in on one of his periodical
visits with news from the camp. Lastly came cold re-
sentment, anger at the grass-widowhood that was being
thrust upon her. a feeling that was the more unbearable
because she secretly admired his boldness in cutting the
knot of their difficulties. She recognized the wisdom of
the act. Had he not taken the initiative, the process of
disenchantment would have continued till she herself
might have taken the first step to end their misery. But
the knowledge did not mitigate the sting. He had forced
the separation! The thought rankled and grew more
bitter day by day.

This morning she was in a particularly dangerous mood
tonscious of her original good intention, knowing that
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her fault had been the product of conditions as much as

her own weakness, she was ripe for revolt against the

entire scheme of things that had forced the lot of crabbed

age upon her flushed youth, compelling her to sit by a

lonely fire. And as she sat and brooded a clash of bells

broke up her meditations; the door opened, letting in a
bitter blast that froze the warm interior air into chilly

fog, from the centre of which Mrs. Leslie emerged,

heavily furred and voluble as ever.

"Anchorite!" she screamed. "Or is it anchoress?

Three, four—no, six visits you owe me. ExplainI Bad
weather? Hum!" She tilted her pretty nose. "If I

couldn't fib more artistically, Helen, I'd adhere to the

painful truth. You were afraid—of hubby."
" I—I wasn'tl"

Mrs. Leslie surveyed the girl's flushed anger with

sarcastic pity. "Tut! tut! More fibs. Huddled over
that stove, you make the loveliest study of despair. You
have been crying, too."

" I—I haven't!" The lines of Huddled Despair flowed

into Radiant Anger.

"Your eyes are red?"

"Well, if they are—if I did—it was through anger."

Mrs. Leslie accepted the modified admission. "That's

right, my dear. He—no man is worth the compliment
of regretful tears. They are all foolish, selfish, fickle as

children. They cry for love like a child for the moon,
throw it away when the toy wearies, howl if another

tries to pick it up. They only value the unattainable.

Bah!"
The ejaculation was comical in its feigned disgust, but

just then Helen had ears only for the serious or sympa-
thetic—preferably the latter. "Tell me, Elinor," she

asked, "do you really think I have deserved this at his

hands?"
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"No." For once in her life Mrs. Leslie dealt in un-
auuted truth—because, perhaps, lying would not serve
her purpose. "One could understand his pique—" With
incredible hardihood, considering the part she herself
had played, she commented: "Really, my dear, you
ought not to have done it. But he has been altogether
^^^\''J'^^'^i°^sivme. I don't see how you stand it.
I should freeze these cold nights without some one towarm my feet on."
"To think"—speech was such a relief after months of

bitter silence, and Helen never even noticed the other's
funny climax—"to think that this should be dealt to me
by a man of whose very existence I was unconscious a
short two years ago! Is he a god to exercise such power—to command me to eat the bread-and-water of afflic-
tion during his pleasure? Why, I was twenty-two be-
fore I ever saw him! Doesn't it seem ridiculous—silly
as though one pebble on a beach were to establisii limits
for another? They roll and rub where and with whom
they list, and why shouldn't I ?" Ignoring the fact that
monogamy was her sex's greatest achievement, and that
the first woman who bartered love for protection, cookery
for mamtenance, had not driven such a bad bargain she
finished: "Wouldn't i: be funny if pebbles were con-
demned to rub and roll in definite pairs till winds and
waves had buried one or other affinity deep in the sandsWhy—

'

"In other words," Mrs. Leslie interrupted, "why
should vertical distances count for more than horizontal
—death for more than distance—seven feet under the sod
cany advantages and opportunities that do not go with
seventy miles above? There isn't any reason. It is
just so."

"Well, I won't stand it!" Rebellion inhered in Helen's
tamp. "J won't! I won't! I won'tl"
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Mrs. Leslie shrugged her hopelessness. "Thousands of

wom>.n have to. What can you do, my deu}"
" Do ?" the girl answered, hotly. " I have already done

it—applied for and secured my old school. Unfortunate-

ly, I must remain here till the spring term opens."

Now to accuse Mrs. Leslie of trailing a definite purpose

were to reveal lamentable ignorance of her ruling traits.

She was no fell adventuress of romance, stealthy of plot,

remorseless in pursuit. Persistence was foreign to her

light character. Unstable as water, she veered like a

shuttlecock under the breath of emotion, yet, withal,

grasped speedily at such straws as the winds of opportu-

nity brought within reach. If she lacked force to plot

Carter's capture, or to revenge herself for his slight

through Helen, she vras willing enough now that the

wind served.

" In the mean time," she said, "you will stay with me ?"

"Oh, I couldn't do that!" Oh, complex feminine nat-

ure! Helen balked at the freedom of her agonizings.

The quick earnestness of her answer told of the hope
that still glowed in the ashes of despair.

But Mrs. Leslie turned hope against her. "Oh yes,"

she mocked. "You were not afraid of him; certainly

not. But that is not the way to get him back, my dear.

If you would regain your recreant, give him a rival."

Now, though this piece of worldly wisdom was strictly

in line with Helen's crooked parable of the pebbles, the

idea sounded grossly common in plain words. Hastily

she said, "You don't suppose that I would—

"

"No! no!" Mrs. Leslie skilfully retrieved her error.

" I only meant that it would be as well to keep him on the

anxious seat. Never let a man feel too sure of you—it

isn't healthy, for him or you. I wouldn't wait here till

it pleased him to extend magnificent forgiveness for so

small a fault. Go out—visit—let him see that you can
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foroK
'^''"'"* »'>"»-t>'«t you have still attraction!

"But I don't care. Why do you perii,t, Elmor in
hinting that I still love him? I don't!^
"Then you'll come with me?"
"I'd like to. but I can't leave Jenny alone with Nels "

what she would have to do when school op-^ncJ- iu
steaid, she contemplated the love which mascjuoradr,'- be-hind this unparalleled obstinacy from sphin-dikt -es
Jenny must be dying to see her friends in Lou.. Iree

•'

she suggested. "Let her take a vacation. As for Nels—
he can bach it."

Helen looked troubled. It was really astonishing to
see how she ran from liberty. But she had, perforce
to make some show of living up to her professions, s^
she called Jenny and anxiously inquired if she didn't
want to visit her friends. Unfortunately, Jennie had
been oppressed these many days with a longing to see
the good doctor, and the expression of her wish carried
the day for Mrs. Leslie.

"Oh. well," she sighed; and Mrs. Leslie prudently
confined her laugh within her own hollow sepultures
Acceptmg the invitation with misgivings, she was as-

tonished, on her return home, to find how thoroughly
she had enjoyed her two weeks' visit. Yet it was only
natural. Besides the change, Mrs. Leslie had been atpams to amuse and entertain her. There were cosey
chats over the teacups on matters dear to the feminine
heart and daily sleigh-rides—mad dashes over hard-
packed trails to music of jingling bells. Once the drivewas extended as far as Regis barracks, twenty miles to«ie west, and Helen was introduced to captains of themounted police in scarlet -Hshed with gold, their
ladies, the agents and cler' ,, the govermnent land
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office—pleasant people at first sight, of whom she was

to learn more. Of nights, Molyneux and other remit-

tance-bachelors would drop in, and, with drawn curtains

excluding tiie vast arctic night, there wotild be music,

songs, games. Small wonder that she enjc/ed herself,

or that, the ice thus broken, she gravitated betweefi

home and the Leslies' during the remainder of that

winter.

Speaking of Molyneux, a greater surprise inhered in

the fact that she had been able to meet him without

embarrassment, a condition that was due to the tact and

real consideration which he displayed. At their first

meeting he paused only for a pleasant greeting; next,

he ventured a chat; and these lengthened until he felt

safe in staying out an evening.

He marked his greatest gain the day that— LesU

being under the weather with a cold—she allowed him

to drive her home. By those gentlemen, the romanti-

cists, this fact would not have been accorded a tender

impUcation. They paint love in colors fast as patent

dyes: good girls love once; or, if a second passion be

grudgingly allowed, it is only after the first is safely

bestowed in cold storage underground. In face of the

fact that the little god occasionally shoots a double

arrow, that the sigh of many a wife v/ould be unwelcome

if intelligible to her husband, that many a maid has

slipped into spinsterhood between two passions, they

lay down as the basic principle of ethical romance the

canon that neither wife nor maid can entertain two loves

other than in sequence.

Now Helen ma> not have been in this case, and if she

had it goes without saying that she would never have

admitted the preference even to herself. For she had

been raised in the very shadow of the aforesaid canon.

Yet he had certainly won on her—for good reason. In
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person he was above the average of good looks- his
manners touched standard. In that he, alone of the
tnglish set, had been able to wring a living from the
stem northland without the aid of a fat allowance he
commanded her respect. Also she thought that he was
trying to smk his past—he entertained the same illusion—and as every good girl loves to imagine herself a= an
influence," the thought gave her satisfaction. Moly-

neux had no cause of complaint.
To do him justice, he tried, in a slovenly fashion yet

still tried, to live up to this, the one pure love of his life-
purity must be interpreted as applying to his intention
rather than motive. Of all the remittance-men who fre-
quented Mrs. Leslie's house, he, a*, this time, showed the
least moral taint. Often he thrust in between Helen and
things offensive. Though, during Helen's visits, Mrs
Leslie made some attempt to put her house in order
she could not always bridle her male guests, who smoked
Leslie's unported tobacco and offered herself veiled love
But Molyneux sterilized most of their blackguardism
nipping eittendre with a chilly stare, destroying double
meanings by instant and literal interpretation—did it so
effectually that she never noticed the pervading sensu-
alism. Indeed, he did it so much as to draw Mrs Les-
lie's fire "Virtuous boy," she said, teasing him one day.
You almost convert me to the true-love theory."
His grimace gauged the depth of hk reformation To

hun as to Mrs. Leslie the text could be fitted: "Can the
leopard change his spots or the Ethiop his skin?"
Really he had not changed in quality or purpose- it
was the same Molyneux in pursuit of the same end
His tactics were merely altered to suit his game He
would, of course, have denied this—probably with the
warmth of honest conviction. At times his reflections
on the subject attained highly moral altitudes. He had
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known trom the first that Helen could never live with

Carter! Duty certainly called him to end her bondage!

Yes, he believed himself honest, and would continue to

so believe until some unexpected check loosed tJie Old

Adam again. This was proved by the flashes of passion

at the very thought of failure. It would have been

much more natural for him to have attempted a raid on

Carter's Eden. But, warned by previous experience, he

waited, waited, waited, and watched as the snake may
have watched the maiden Eve over the threshold of

Adam's garden. Now that time seemed to have verified

his prediction, that, albeit with hesitant steps, Helen was

approaching the gate of her own accord, he held back

the hot hand that fain would have plucked her forth

lest he should startle her mto flight.

There were many watchers of the girl's progression

during the winter months: Mrs. Leslie, who might be

said to aivait the moment when a shove might throw the

girl off her balance headlong into Molyneux's arms; the

settlers, who anticipated such a denouement with scandal-

ous tongues; the remittancp-men, who betted on the re-

sult, basing odds on her lonely condrtion. To these there

could be but one end. Always the human soul reaches

for happiness, and the fac* that she had once mistaken

Dead Sea fruit lor love's goiden apples would not prevent

her from tiptoeing to pluck again. Would she pluck ?

Molyneux, for one, was aare that she would, and,

havmg the courage of his conviction, put his hope into

speech, choosing an opportune time. Nels always drove

her over to Leslie s, and at first brought her home. But

by the middle of February the latter part of the task

fell by consent of all to Molyneux, and he spoke while

driving her home one afternoon.

"Read this," he said, handing her a telegram that

called him to his father's death-bed.
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"Oh, I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed, impulsively.
"For what," he questioned, "his sickness or my ab-

sence ?"

"Both," she frankly answered. "You have been
very nice to me. I shall miss you."
Now this was all very proper, but when he stated that

he should be gone at least seven weeks she ought to
have veiled her concern. But she did not, and the re-
gret that swam in the hazel eyes strengthened his pur-
pose. "Before I go I must say something. How long
is our present relation to last?"

The raise of her eyebrows might have meant anything.
He took it as encouragement, and ran on, "You know
that I love—have always loved you."

Here, according to the canons, she ought to h .ve
withered him. Instead she gave him the truth. " I am
not blind."

"Thanks for your candor. Now, a step further—do
you intend to remain his bondwoman.'"

This was harder, yet her answer correctly interpreted
her feeling. " I—I_really don't know."
The doubt spurred him. "You do not love him. You

could not—after the way he has treated you. You must
have love. A glance at your face would tell a dullard
that it is as necessary to your existence as air or water.
You cannot be happy without it. It is life to you; more
than sustenance. You must be wrapped in it, touch it
at everj' point, feel it everywhere around you. Your
being cries out for a passion all-absorbing; you will
take nothing less I would—

"

"Give mt such love?" She had thrilled under his
truthful analysis of her nature, and now she cried out
the passion of ber sex, the eternal desire for a love ever-
lasting as that of a mother. "Is suc.i possible ?—a love
that never stales, that endures after the hot blood cools
• " 165
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and beauty fades ? Could you love me through old age ?

No no' A woman can, but never a man!"

"I cani By God! I can!" he cried, blazmg m re-

sponse to her passion. "I'll prove it, for sooner or later

you are going to love me."

She laughed a little wearily. "There spake the bold

man. Well—you have my good wishes."

"Your—good—wishes?" , , , j

"Don't flatter yourself." Her staymg hand checked

his enthusiasm. "You said just now that I didn't love

—ray husband. Perhaps you are right. I don t know.

I have no standard by which to judge, and only love

could supply one. So far-you have failed to do so.

I like you—very much; but—if I ever love again, the

man must lift me out of myself, make me forget-Aim,

myself, the whole world."
.

"I'll do it!" he confidently exclaimed; then, sobenng,

added- "I want you to promise one thing. It isn't

much-simply to give serious thought to your position

while I am away—to remember what I have just told

you and to forget that first __fooUsh mistaie that cost

me so much. Now will you?"

"Surely," she honestly answered.

"And—if possible—give me an answer?"

She nodded, and he was content to leave it there.

They were now on the last mile, and they made it in

silence, he plunged in delicious reverie, she very thought-

ful Looking up as the cutter rolled and bumped over

the frozen stable-yard, he caught her looking at him with

soft compassion.

"Well?"

She smiled. "Did you really—suffer
?"

"Hell!" ^ ,

Grasping her hand, he had almost kissed it when she

jerked it suddenly away. "There's Kari—and Jenny
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-standing in the door." Noting his sudden discom-
posure. she added: "Never mind, she didn't see youWon t you come in ?" '

"Can't—put me late for the choring."
This was only one of a dozen times that he had refused

the inv.tation. A little surprised, she watched him turnand dnve away, then she saw Nels coming up from the
stable, and the thought was lost in wonder as to whether
or no hf> had seen Molyneux take her hand
Now, .,s a matter of fact, Nels hU; moreover, he men-

tioned It to Jenny as he helped her wipe the supper
dishes, and thereby earned much trouble. "I tank "he
observed "something is doings. Cappan he taken the
mistress hand. Pratty soon the boss no have womans."

His chuckle died under her wrathful stare. "Mention
that to any one, Nels. an' Mr. Bender '11 break every bonem your body." '

It was not so easy to dispose of her own misgivings
As, that evening, she arranged the dishes in the home-made plate-rack, she turned sombre eyes on Helen
musing by the stove. Often her lips opened, but sound
tremblea on its thresholds. She kept her own counsel
till Bender dropped in on his next visit

It was perfectly natural for her to turn to him for
counsel. Coming to her as he did, in the moment of
her sore trouble, her girl's heart had opened and vented
on him the love that had been prisoned since the death
o^ her mother; and ever since a perfect understanding
of Jfindred natures had obtained between them

"Ihey're talking about her in the settlements some-
thing scan lous," she told him. "Tongues is clacking
from here to rx)ne Tree. Why don'l Mr. Carter comenome ? Kai.i't you persuade him .'"

But Bender shook his head. "No. he's stiffer'n allne— Beg your pardon! I mean he's dreadful sot in
(6-
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his mind. I wouldn't envy the one that went to ad-

vise him."

Before going away Bender touched on a matter that

was now old history in their intercourse. "Changed
your mind yet, little girl?"

It was now Jeimy's turn to sorrowfully shake her head.

"It would be my an' pleasure to be wife to a big, good

man like you. But I just kain't bring myself to put

you where any man could cast my shame in your face."

"Oh, shore!" he protested. "You was that little—

a

teeny bit of a thing, jes' seventeen—on'y a baby. Who'd
be holding it agin you ? Besides—he's in England."

"Yes— he's in England," Jenny slowly repeated.

"But—"
He did not see the queer look she sent after him as he

rode away.
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r\NE moming^ some three weeks after Molyneux's

tne snows and fill the air with tinklings and Eurrfin«loose the strange sound of runnine water, on flf!^'
s.lence. Another month wouMT "'

A^v'Tdnfts were packing, and the hard tra s traversed the

In HeLTdo "''
r""*^'"

^''^- " a -h^fmS
tt^wSr^tz^fiSrw^i'^Sj;^^^^^
with them, lost articles; mdredNdf^r^hM-^''^^'"-'
oasly over the retrieval if an axl;SnLesliScu ter came swinging mto the yard

^ ^°^

Mrs. Leslie was driving, and, seeing Helen she screamedjom a hundred yards: "They Ire coningl Mot

do7'°'"
"'•'" "'"''' ''''^° '"^ P°»- stopped at the

J2L^:!tiXTi n:i/St?rrh' r^^^a ho^se-pany for the Regis .oSKS {^^ll^
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Hurry and pack up your war-paint! They'll be he«*

to-iinorrow, and I need your help. No refusal! Fred

is going in to Lone Tree to-morrow and Jenny can go

down with him. Nels will cook 1 ji himself, won't you,

Nels?"

" I tank I can cook, yes." >i Ms ceased his jubilations

over the axe long enough to season his assent with £.

bleached grin.

"There! It's all fixed." Bustling inside, she talked

volubly while assisting in Helen's selections. "Yes,

take that; you look your sweetest in it; and I imported

Captain Chapman especially for you. That also; you'll

need it evenings. No, Captain Charters isn't coming.

Some Indian trouble called him west. Oh, Mrs. Jack

won't care—I'm the loser, for he was always my cava-

lier."

Driving home, she rattled steadily, entertairing Helen

with descriptions of her expected guests, giving their

pedigrees, aristocratic connections, while she spiced her

discourse with malicious fact. Sinclair Rhodes had se-

cured his appointment as land agent at Regis through

distant cousinship to the governor-general. And why

not? The offices ought to go to woll-bred people! He

had money, must have, for his salary and expenses were

out of all proportion—so much so as to cause comment

by malicious people, envious souls! What if he did make

a Uttle, as they said, on the side? The government

could afford it; and every one knew what Canadians

were in oince! People who live in glass houses, and so

forth! It was simply racial envy! She was also becom-

ingly indignant over the action of certain Canadians who

had made trouble for Captain Chapman in the matter of

mounted-police supplies. What figure did a few tons of

provisions cut in a gentleman's accounts ? These com-

mercial intellects, with their mathematical exactness,
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were horrid. Newton ? He was an appointee of Rliodes
No, no relation. She waived further description of the
Newtons. omitted the pregnant fact that Charles New-
tons presence cut as little figure in his wife's social
calculations as Captain Charters' absence did in those
of Mrs. Jack.

Caution, doubtless, counselled the omission. Theauail
IS not flushed till the net be spread. Yet ,he reserva
tion was hardly necessary in the light of Helen's condi-
tion. Judgment of another's action is colored by one'sown mental state, and she was not so Ukely to be
shocked by one who had defied the conventions against
which she herself was in open mutiny. Anyway, she
hked Mrs. Jack at first sight, despite the scandalous
manner m which she flirted with Charles Newton the
first night at table. Big, tall, and fair, large eyes ex-
pressed her saving grace, an unparalleled frankness that
seemed to stenlize her flirtations and rob them of impro-
priety. Twice during the meal she retailed Newton's
ts.ider asides to his wife, asking, laughingly, if she rec-
ognized the vintage.

However, being as yet in happy ignorance of many
things that would soon cause her serious disquiet Helen
thoroughly enjoyed that first evening. The well-appoint-
ed tab e. with its sparkling glass, silver, sno^n- napery-
the well-groomed people and their correct speech alike
fed her starved esthetic senses while they aroused dor-mant social qualities. She laughed, chattered, capped
Mrs. Jacks sallies, displaying aniniat.nn and wit that
simply astonished Mrs. Leslie. Her wonder, indeed,
caused Edith Newton to whisper in Mrs. Jack'.; ear-

"Elinor looks as though she had imported a swan in
mistake for a duckling. Look at Smdair-positivelv
smitten. Giving her all ais attention, though he took
Jiiinor in. The girl seems to like him. too."

«7'
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Mrs. Jack's big eyes turned to the laughing face that

was raised up to Rhodes. "Don't believe a word he

says, my dear," she suddenly called across the table.

"And look out for him. He's dangerous."

Though she laughed, Rhodes must have sensed a seri-

ous motive, for he glanced up in quick annoyance. " Do
I look it ?" he asked, turning again to Helen.

Nature does not lie. His narrowly spaced eyes, sa-

lient facial angles, dull skin, heavy lips carried her cer-

tificate of degeneracy. A physiognomist would have pro-

nounced him dangerous to innocence as a wild beast on

less evidence, but to Helen's inexperience be appeared

as a man unusually handsome, profile or front face.

The significant angles did not alter the good modelling

of his nose and chin or aSect the regularity of his feat-

ures. Tall, slim, irreproachable in manner and dress,

there was no scratch to reveal the base metal beneath

his electroplate refinement.

"You certainly don't," she answered, laughing.

"Then," he said, with mock gravity, "I can patiently

suffer the sting of calumny."

"Calumny?" Mrs. Jack echoed, teasingly. "Calumny f

What's that ?"

" Sjmonyme for conscience," Edit.''! Newton put in, with

a spice of malice. For though thp conquest of Rhodes

—

to which Regis gossip wickedly laid Newton's presence

in the land office—was now stale with age and tiresome

to herself, she was selfish enough to resent his defection.

"Sinclair found it while rtmimaging Fred's coat for

matches," her husband added. Leslie's simplicity was
as much of a joke to them as it was with the Canadian

settlers, and, under cover of the laugh. Chapman—a big

blond of that cavalry, mustached type which wins Eng-

land's cricket matches while losing all her wars—leaned

over and whispered in Newton's ear: "Leslie will lose
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more than his conscience if he doesn't look out. La belleEhnor IS madly smitten." Aloud, he said, "Sindarwould hardly know what to do with it. Mrs. NewS •

Hearken not to the tongue of envy. Mrs. Carter "
Rhodes retaliated upon his tormentors. "I-m a ven-
responsible person, I assure you."

^

She laughed at his mock seriousness, and, believing itall fooling, gave him so much of her attention that t-ven-

''^V '^ """' "'°'^ "'^" °"<= comment. "Rhodes ismaking heavy running," Newton remarked oner to Chan!

^Wait^tiniT'"^'
^°".<^«=''«'l'y stroking his mustache.wait till i get m my innings,

bat.""^'
me." Newton answered. "I come next at the

Ignorant of this and other by-play, however Helenhoroughly enjoyed the first days of the party On thefrontier, amusement is a home-mad.' product, and share-

pLT ^°'"^^'<^<^- They caught the fickle damsel
Pleasure coming and going, reaping the satisfact^.^o
both spectator and entertainer. By day thev kiteddrove, or curled on a rink which the male guest. U d ouJ

liKiitr^"^'
'-'"'''' '''''' «-- -'^ --pe^'

Apart from a certain freedom in their intercc—,0which she attributed to long acquaintance He e" ou^dnothing objectionable in the demeanor of lier new friends

fhn""L*i°''
^''' '^^ '^^>-=- On '^^ contra^" shethought them a trifle dull. Their preglacial anTpon!

at aTSr ^'"1^ '" ""^"''^^ ^^^ '-ghed as often

tL?r ""j /* °^^^' *''"'^^ ^he could not but feel

ineir social pale, and she would revolt against theirenormous egotism, insolent national con- .it
^
Shl .-'

many a lance on that impregnable shield.

"""'
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"You English," she flashed back when, one evening,

Newton reflected on American pronunciation of certain

EngUsh family names—"you English remind me of the

Tews with their sibboleth and shibboleth. Is your aris-

tocracy so doubtful of its own identity that it is com-

pelled to hedge itself against intrusion by the use of

passwords. You may call ' Cholmondeley '
'Chumley,

if you choose, but we commit no crime in pronouncing

it as spelled." .... j
Again, when Edith Newton rallied her on some crude

custom which she maintained was peculiarly Amencan,

Helen delivered a sharp riposte. "No. I never saw it

done at home; but I have heard that it is quite common

among EngUsh emigrants on transatlantic hners. '
Such

tiffs were, however, rare; and, to do them justice, men

and women hastened to sacrifice national conceit on the

altars of her wounded susceptibilities.

Offence came later, and on quite another score. At

first she liked the attentions paid her; the gallantry of

the men put her on better terms with herself, renewed

the confidence which had diminiahed to the vanishing-

point during her months of loneliness. But when con-

stant association thawed the reserve natural to first

acquain.ance, and freedom evolved into familiarity, her

instincts took alarm. Distressed, she observed the other

women to see if she had been singled out. But no, they

seemed quite comfortable under similar attentions, and

they rallied her when she unfolded her misgivings at

af'.emoon tea.
,

"You shouldn't be so pretty, my dear, Mrs. Jack

said, laughing. "What can the poor men do?" Then

they made fun of her scruples, satirizing conventions and

institutions which she had always regarded as necessary,

if not God-ordained.

"Marriage," Edith Newton once cynically exclaimea
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fronTth?''^*
^""^^^ °* "spectability. useful as a shieldfrom the shngs and arrows." Then, from the depths ofher own degeneracy, she evolved the utterance: "Menare aU beasts beneath the skin. Wise women use themfor pleasure or profit."

Helen revolted at that; it transcended her mutiny.But few people ..e made of martyr stuff-perhaps fort-unately so; martyrs are uncomfortable folk, and wisem her eternal generation, nature sprinkles them lightlyover the mass of common clay. The average person
easily takes the color of environment, so why not Helen"

l^^^l^ *,
^' P^'^^P' "'^ ^^^ ^ «"le prudish, she

stifled her fears, tried to imitate the nonchalance of the

danng. Alas! as well expect a rabbit to ruffle it withwolves Such immediate and unwelcome results follow-ed that she retired precipitously behind ramparts ofbushing reserve. But the damage was done. There
after Chapman. Newton, Rhodes, one or another, wasconstantly at her elbow; she was unpleasantly conscious

SfrUjIml " ^'"'''' '"""^ '""•'^^ "P°» ^''

nnln^f^"".?' '""f"^
^^' *° ^^^^- Chapman she dis-

used of with a single rebuff that sent him back to MrsJacks side. But Newton proved unmanageable Im-
pervious to snubs, his manner conveyed his idea that hermodesty was simply a blind for the others. His famili-

aTd herf"f °
v"^^""" ^ ^°°^ ^'"^er, he afwajsasked her to play his accompaniments of evenings, andhe would sicken as he used the pretence of turning a

leaf to lean heavily upon her shoulder. At other timeshe made occasion to to-ich her-would pick threads fromto jacket; lean across her to speak to her neighbor at

By such tactics he brought her, one morning, to great
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confusion. A Cree Indian had driven in from the

Assiniboin reserve with bead -work, moccasins, and

badger-skin mittens which he wished to trade for flour

or bacon. With the other women Helen was bending

o\er to examine his wares, when Newton entered the

kitchen. Stepping quietly up from behind, he laid a

hand on Helen's hair. Taking him for one o£ the other

women, she suffered his fondling till Mrs. Leslie, who

knew he was there, asked his opinion on a tobacco-

pouch. Then, before she could move, speak, cast off

his hand, he pressed her head against his wife's dark

curls.

"Just look at the contrast!" he admiringly exclaimed,

and so robbed her anger.

Yet so evident was the intent behind the excuse that

even the Cree detected the sham. From Helen his dark

glance travelled to Newton and back again. "He your

man?" he asked.

Vexed to the point of teais, she shook her head and

bent over the bead-vrork to hide her embarrassment.

But the Cree's rude rotions of etiquette had been jarred.

"He touch your hair!"

So simple, his comment yet pierced to the heart of the

matter. Newton had fondled her hair, crown and sym-

bol of her womanhood, a privilege of marriage. In an

Indian tribe the offence would have loosed the sUpping

knife; a settler would have resented it with knarled fist.

But here the women tittered, while Chapman, who just

then sauntered in, laughed.

Emboldened, perhaps, by immunity, the man's offen-

siveness developed into actual insult the evening of that

same day. They had all been pulling taffy in the

kitchen, and, passing through a dark passage to the

living-room, Helen felt an arm slip about her waist.

Newton's face was still tingling from a vigorous slap
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and contemJtu'LX- hr^af„ tt" .^^^ ""^^ '^

with his excuse "°' 1""« s° ready

yoii fo^^rfe'"^"""'
^"- ^^'*-' R-"y. I mistook

tru^hTer^et'ortSr "V^Vf '

'^^^^^^ -*» stinging

"Ind;ed? W e^IuseTL
'"^'*" '^""^ ^^e others^

mistake." ^ '' '""'"^ remarkable than your

.ate?hti,ro„T£ita :^
^-^^ ^-"'*- ^'^^

whom she always felt sffe Tn v ' '^ °"' ""^^ ^tl>
generacy took another fo^- ^L !" fV',

''*^'"" "^ <1«-

Itself in a prodirious sS •* S^*^
^'""'^ expressed

elements 0^0™
s ^^^7' "^^^^ked even the

stupid to be Tked." Yet ^UaTV*'
"^''^ '' '°°

of a man as far as his chucki;^^ i'
^ ^^' ''^^ '""'^^

now he offered ril s^^'^aty^^''^'^"-^
P^-^^tted. and

teli'L"::."
''^^''' *^'=''- *^-- ^' ^er, and I n^ean to

te:;°;s;itettd-h;;'Luf,"

'

^'"'^'°- -*-
Please don't? s4yC"^Ce "''^ *° "^--^ ^gain.

^., btayherel I don't feel equal to the ofh-

ofVerstiLsH?^.ffr'^rar °" "^^^ ^ •-^
tembly bored when I tr^r tol^ fu

^^''" ^""^ '°°k

They doE-t seem to rirw *V "'^ them-except you.

that interest r- '°' ^°''^^ ^""^ ^°g^' ^he tUngs

Jr^^tLr r^e-a^ri,^^^^^^^^^ at least

^y. and She turned a sUath'Ltrt' s'orV

S
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prattle. Indicating Rhodes, who was leaning over Mrs.

Leslie, he said; "You know I don't like that sort of

thing.' Elinor says I'm old-fashioned, and I suppose

she knows. Of course she wouldn't do anything that

wasn't proper, but a fellow has his feelings, and it

doesn't take a crime to hurt them, does it? She's up

on the conventions; but it does seem to me that if a

fellow has anything to say to another fellow's wife he

ought to say it aloud."

Astonished that his dulness should have sensed the

pervading sensualism, she studied him while he watched

his wife, in his eyes something of that pitiful pleading

one sees in those of a beaten dog. His words banished

her doubts as to whether her own misgivings did not

root in hypercritical standards—restored her viewpoint.

All week the atmosphere had thickened, as constant

association banished reserve, and to-day freedom had

attained its meridian. It was not the matter but the

manner of conversation that filled her with a great un-

easiness—the whispers, asides, smiling stares, conscious

laughter. The vitiated atmosphere caused her a feeling

of suffocation, and in the midst of her sick revulsion

Leslie dropped a remark that came to her like a breath

of ozone.
"
I was awfully sorry to hear of the trouble between

you and Carter. I always thought him such a fine

fellow. He hadn't much use for me—any of us—still I

liked him. He was a bit on the rough, of course; but, I

tell you, character counts more than culture, strength

than refinement."

Character counts more than culture, strength than

refinement? To his simplicity had been vouched wis-

dom worthy of a philosopher. The phrase stabbed her.

Before her rose a vision of her husband as she had seen

him that last miserable night, cold, stem, inexorable, in
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Edith Ne.™ .„d M™. jS*,"*" ^""' •"-"
As she braided her hair for the nieht the l,.f„ i,

,

t>penod the eonvcrsation ' Did v™ n„f I
""^

Elinor invited her " ^ ^°" ' ^^^ ^hy

body Iry C, agT" No"^^^:^'^ '^'^'^' ^^^^
I don't go round with my eves shut " tJ,» ^*i,

camyanswered
' To begin

: Llv^tMo^^keuxL com'

left hJr?.°"'
°" '"'' ^"^'<='-' ^hose husband xteems'lett her because of some sHght " '

'F;srsr;an^%efv:Vr"rSve'n r?h''t '--the went ho^el Exits tiU 'thet^^Ld"pt bet^gulped by the conjugal oyster? Cleveri" ^^
""^ '''=

'^^-

On the contrary"—she curled a full red Iirv_"^„

vorce everythmg that begms with D, down to even u^l
desertion, a I know anything of CaWert BuVfrcy1
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"'The devil in love, the devil a husband would be,*"

Mrs. Jack misquoted. „

'"The devil married, the devil a husband was he,

Edith Newton finished. "But he is not married yet.

She holds him off-foolishly. For you know Calvert,

good in streaks, but ruled by his emotions and ruthless

when they command. If she turns him down—

"She'll need to keep him at longer distance than this

house affords. But Elinor?- this doesn't explain her.

She's beastly selfish under her jolly little skin. Why is

she posing as aid and advocate of love ?"

"In love with Carter hubby—or was would be more

correct, in view of her carryings-on with Sine' air. But tho

Carter attack, I understand, was very severe while it last-

ed Think of it, Maud, Elinor to fall in love with a settler!

Mrs Jack elevated naked shoulders. "Not at all sur-

prising. Just the itch of her rotten blood for a few

sound corpuscles. I've felt it myself at times. Dont

look so shocked—you know we are rotten."

"Maud! Maud!"

Humming a bar of "La Boheme," Mrs. Jack regarded

her companion through narrowed lids. "I believe, Edith,

you keep up appearances with yourself. Why not be

natural for a change ? But, as you say, Elinor seems to

have made a complete convalescence. Did you ever see

a woman make such a projectile of herself? Positively

hurls herself at Sinclair. But tell me more about the

Carter man. How did he treat her '"abies?"
_^

"Cold-water cure. Turned her down—flat.'

"So in revenge she's trying to besmirch the wife?

The little devil! I call that pretty raw, Edith."

The other shrugged. "Oh, well, it is her pie, ara it

she prefers it uncooked it is none of our business Bet-

ter keep your fingers out of it, Maud. Struggle with

your good intentions."

i8o



A HOUSE-PARTY

"My dear, am I in the

Mrs. Jack smiled sweetly

..M
°^ '"^^^'"g alien pies?'-'

_;Not unless you covet the meat."

hubbTihou" h°i mu?st^s?;r.'^'^^^ °'- ^^«-

Nor yours," Mrs. Jack retorted.

she drew a chair uo 1 ;h„^'f'^
""'^

'." '^^ bed-gown,

thoughtful gaze through two T' ^^'"^ ^^'"^""^^ h"

virtue frankness aiTi in n^
^'^^ "' companion

at the Jt oZthe bed
^°""- ^^"^ '"^^ P^"-^

matfhadloSdtJtn" '''%"'^'^'- '^' **^ --y
over her pillow La"nstt' J7 f '"'"'''' °^ ^"''^^

lay her head and face wUh i ;'h
,^""^^^°"= background

Sinking into the plu'^^n^ofo ethuVIrT^ The Z''
t^o^ r^ rX'iiinr

°^ '- ^--•' «- j-^^

the|ri-ssmiS2St;:d;^it^rkr-^'"™'"^

to bed, Maud?"
'"""^"'"- Aren t you «^- coming
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"Saying my prayers. Go to sleep."

"Put in a word for me," the other murmured.
"The Lord knows that you need it." Mrs. Jack

glanced at the bed, then returned to her musings. "Of
course she's a little fool. If she goes back to her hus-

band she will have to settle down to the humdru' . of

settler life—raise calves, chickens, pigs, and chi'dren in

the fear of the Lord, with only a church picnic or i^me

such wild dissipation to break the deadly monotony. A
pleasing prospect, I must say. But if it suits her—well,

I'm not going to see her delivered, bound and bleating,

into the hands of the devil, alias Calvert Molyneux.

It seems a shame, either way, but she undout^tedly

loves her settler hubby, and she's just the kind to eat

her heart out through remorse and shame. And here

is Elinor blackening her reputation with the pig settlers

to whom she must look for a living, making reconcilia-

tion impossible! Well, I'm going to speak to the little

fool to-morrow."

This she did, making her opportunity by carrying

Helen ofi to her bedroom, where, having disposed her

victim in a comfortable chair, she herself snuggled down
upon the bed and went with customary frankness

straight to the heart of her subject. "I want to know,

Helen Carter, why you are here .'"'

Puzzled, Helen stared; then, interpreting by the smile,

she answered, "I—really, I—don't kn<jw."
" A—pretty—poor—reason !" She shook her finger in

affected anger.
'

' Don't you ktumi that you don't belong ?

Now don't flare up! If I were Edith Newton, or EUnor,

the cat, you might suspect a reflection. It isn't that

you are below grade— just the opposite. Frankly,

my dear, we are a rotten lot. A sweet girl, with con-

science and morality has no business among us. We
couldn't scrape up enough of either article to outrit a
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nipectable cat. Don't blu.h. I'm not envying youyour conscience. It is a most uncomfortableS anTgiven cho>ce of two evils. I'd take a harelip But asyou^have one-well, you'd better mirzle-go home, you

Haying eased herself by this delivery. Mrs. Jack sigh-

coAt^.t"'^'
^°'i''^.^"=<^'f ^ "g^^«te. and went on'af r acontented puff: "Don't tell on me, my dear. Not thatI care a whoop-tha"s American, isn't it.> I love you's^ang; it is so expressive and comfortable to the feelingsBu

. , on se^ raK:shness has no attractions for the foolmale of our species. He resents any infringement of hismonopoly. Even such a degenerate ass as Charles New!ton prefers school-giri simplicity. So one must needssimulate virgin innocence, however painful That's r oreof your delightful slang. Now-when are you going
°'

The question anticipated the conclusion of Helen'sjnidnight tossin,;- but. if unchanged in substance thishad nevertheless been modified by cooler morning rlflec
tions. She stated the qualifications-Jenny was ;Uh-ing in Lone Tree, and would not return tiU Satu^.

natural end, so why offend by abrupt departure'
Mrs. Jack laughed. "I don't think Eli -.or would beso very dreadfully offended. Why? Well, it is ungra-

Wrabbit.-'
'"" °"''' ^°^'='' ''"*-^°" ""'^^ *«pSd

"Her—rabbit.?"
"Ves—Sinclair Rhodes."
'Why, ' paid me less attention than any of the

others; wa ..s..-vou'll pardon me-offensive. I eventhought he tried Vo .^eep them away "

'•As the lion drives the jackals. Avoid him. my dear,
well. I suppose that a couple more days won'* hurtwe are to stay a week longer, and if Elinor asks you-
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which the won't—you must refuse. Now let us go out

before they begin to suspect a conspiracy."

" But first let me thank you. I have been so miserable,

and you have done me so much good."

Mrs. Jack gently patted the hand that caught her arm,

an action totally at variance with her answer. "Self-

interest, I assure you. Elinor is not the only sufferer.

You have depleted the entire preserve. Not a man has

looked at me the last three days. There, there 1 You

needn't believe it if you don't want to."

Could Mrs. Jack's frank eyes have pierced the imme-

diate future, she would have made her warning against

Rhodes more specific. On Thursday of that week Leslie

drove his heavy team and bobs into Lone Tree for sup-

plies, and, what of the thawing trails, could not possibly

be back till all hours Saturday night. Not knowing this,

Mrs. Jack made no objection when, Saturday morning,

Danvers drove over with Molyneux's double cutter and

carried off herself and the Newtons to visit a friend west

of the Assiniboin.

"You'll be here till after supper," she said to Helen,

leaving. "So I won't say good-bye."

But she miscalculated both the warmth of the friend's

welcome and the heavy sledding. When she returned,

long after dark, she found Mrs. Leslie reading a novel

by her bedroom stove. In a loose wrapper, crossed feet

comfortably propped on the plated stove-rail, a plate o*

red apples at her elbow, and the light comfortably ad-

justed on the table behind her, she was the picture of

comfort. " Having a jolly good time all by myself," she

explained. "Fred's, not home yet, and Captain Chap-

man went over to win a little from Ernest Poole at poker.

Helen ? Just gone. She waited and waited and waited,

but you were so late that we both thought you had con-

cluded to stay the night. Didn't you pass her at the
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th^ m:ttefr
'"' '""^ """ "'*" °- P-i- What-,

Eyes dark and dilated with fear, Mrs. Jack faced herDo you mean to tell me-" Preakinc ha,tiW nff I

Newton on her way to the outer door. -Mr. Danve^^

eld "'' ""' °''"^"'" Mr.-Danversi"

X

But the night returned only the clash of } s bells.Sweepmg back m. she faced Mrs. Leslie. ,shed withthe one nghteous emotion of her fast li .. "You lether go out-alone-with that-" Choking, she ran irto

ttrm^aS^*^'^^'* ''' '-- Ieavi„fth:X

b.ir .St°wo7S'stve;:"°^ ''- "•>-•* ''^-

!« !
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—AND ITS FINALB

BUT for the bells and groan of runners, which drowned

sound for them even as it did for Danvers, Helen

and Rhodes were near enough to have heard Mrs. Jack's

call. Interpreting the latter's warning morally, Helen

had accepted Rhodes's escort as the lesser of two evils,

or, if she had speculated on tentative attempts at flirta-

tion, had not doubted her own ability to snub them.

A sudden frost, winter's last desperate clutch at the

throat of spring, had hardened the sun-rotted trails; and

as the cutter sped swiftly over the first mile, she chatted

freely, without thought of danger. Of the three male

guests, Rhodes had, as aforeseen, pestered her least, so,

ignorant of the pitiless brutality masked by his reserve,

she was paralyzed—almost fainted—when his arm sud-

denly dropped from the cutter-rail to her waist.

Recovering, she spoke sharply, "Take it away!"

Instead, he drew her tighter. She could not see his

face; but as she struck, madly, blindly, at its dim white-

ness, his laugh, heartless, cynical, came out of the dvjk.

"Kick, bite, scratch all you want, my little beauty," he

said, forcing his face against hers, "your struggles are

sweet as caresses."

Yet, withal his boast, he found it difficult to hold her,

Twice she broke his grip and almost leaped from the

sleigh; and as she fought his face away, her hand sud-

denly touched the reins that were looped over his arm.
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In the black confusion he was unable to specify just

ttl^r'^"!''*'"^^^*^^-
H« J^^^ ^hat. alarmed b?the scuffling the pomes had burst into a gallop; but

of her weight into a sudden jerk on the left rein. Ensueda heaving, tumultuous moment. Pulled from the trailthe ponies plunged into deep drift. The cutter buckedUke a Uve thing, and as it dropped from the high trail

Ju ''^f
..t'^fo^a out into deep, cold snow.

^

They fell clear of each other, and Helen heard Rhodesswearmg as he ran to the ponies' heads. The soundspurred her to_ action. She could only count oTa
Srift^f

"''"^'
fV^""'

^^"'"Wing. falling headlong

of thf^^n^^^Jv
^""^ P'-^^S^on. in her heart the terrorof the hunted thing. Each second she expected to hearhis pursuing foot. But he had to tie the ponies to a

fl'^l^
P^°^f• "ff ^^ ^'^^^ ^''"^ '^^ had gained a bluff

hl^Stl^^ '^''- ^"' ^^"^-'^^'^ '^'^-^''-d

That poor covert would not have sufficed against afrontiersman. Tracking by the fainter whiteLss o^broken snow, he would soon have flushed the tremblinggame, but it was ample protection from Rhodes's ineffi-
ciency. Alarmed when he saw that she was gone heran back and forth, shouting, coupling her name with
promises of good behavior. As her line of flight hadangled but slight y from the trail, she heard him plainly

d^, n'^'
You'll freeze! Mrs. Carterl Oh. Mrs

tarterl Do come out! I was only jokingl"
She did not require his assurance as to the freezingAteady her Lmbs were numb, her teeth chattered so

^L}^ "^ "^^^ ^^ ^°''^^ ^^^- But she preferred
thefrost 8 mercy to his. and so lay. shivering, until, in
despair, he got the ponies back to the traU and drove
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rapidly away. Then she came out and headed home-

ward like a bolting rabbit. Twice she was scared back

into the snow: once when Rhodes turned about and

dashed down and back the trail; again just before she

picked Leslie's voice from passing bells. He was merely

talking to his horses, but never before had his voice

fallen so sweetly on pretty ears.

As at some wan ghost, he stared at the dim, draggled

figure that came up to him out of the snows; indeed,

half frozen and wholly frightened, she was little more

than the ghost of herself. " The cad !" he stormed, hear-

ing her story. "I'll punch his head to-morrowl" And

he maintained that rude intention up to the moment

that he dropped her at her own door.

"Don't!" she called after him. "Elinor won't like

it." But the caution was for his own good, and she was

not so very much cast down when he persisted.

"Then she can lump it!" he shouted back.

The proverb gives the trampled worm rather more

than due credit when one remembers that a barrel-hoop

can outturn the very fiercest worm, but it should be

remembered in Leslie's favor that he mutinied in the

cause of another. Having all of the obstinacy of his

dulness, he went straighter to his end because it was

allicw with that narrow, bull-dog vision which excludes

all but one object from the field of sight. Meeting

Rhodes, Chapman, and Newton, with lanterns, at tie

point where the sleigh had capsized, he rushed the

former and was living in the strict letter of his intention

w'.en the others pulled him away. They could not,

however, dam his indignant speech. On that vast, dark

stage, with the lanterns shedding a golden aureole about

Rhodes and his bleeding mouth, he gave them the un-

diluted truth, as it is said to flow from the mouths of

babes and sucklings.
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Arrived home, moreover, he staggered his wife by his

stubborn opposition. "It is no use talking. Elinor," he
said, closmg a bitter argument. "To-morrow I go to
the bush for a load of wood, and if that cad is here when
I return I'll break a whip on his back." Then, ignoring
her bitten Ups. clinched hands, the bitter fury that was
to produce such woful consequences, he went quietly
off to bed.

'

Of all this, however. Helen remained in ignorance until
after the denouement that came a few days later along
with a scattering of new snow. Those were days of
misery for her— of remorseful brooding, self-reproach
hot shame that set her at bitter introspection that she
might find and root out the germs of wickedness that
had brought these successive insults. As hundreds of
good girlc before her, as thousands will after her she
wondered if she were really the possessor of some un-
suspected sensuousness. Comparisons, too, were forced
upon her. Revolting from the rough settler Ufe. she
had turned to the English set only to find that their
pohshed ease was but the veneer of their degeneracy,
analogous to the phosphorescence given off in the dark
by a poisoned fish, and equally indicative of decay.
She could not fail to contrast her husband's sterUng
worth with their moral and intellectual leprosy.
The nights were still more trying. She would sit.

evenings, and stare at the lamp as though it were the
veritable flame of Ufe, while her spirit quested after the
cause of things and the root of many enigmas. Why, for
instance, is it that pitilessness, ferocity, ruth, which
were good in the youth of the worid. should cause such
eva m its old age? For what reason the cause of the
lily wiUed also its blight? Why conditions make fish
of one woman, flesh of another, and fowl of a third and
wherefore any one of them should be damned for doing
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what she couldn't help in following the dictates of her

nature? In fact, from the duration of her reveries, she

may have entertained all of the hundred and odd ques-

tions with which the atom pelts the infinite, and, judg-

ing from her dissatisfaction, she received the usual an-

swer—Why? It is nature's wont to deliver her lessons

in parables, from which each must extract his or her own
meanings; and a momentous pp'^e was turned in Helen's

lesson the day that she rode over to Leslie's to verify a

rumor which Nels had brought from the post-office.

As sleighing was practically over and wheeling not

yet begun, she went horseback. As aforesaid, a scatter-

ing of new snow covered the prairies, and she rode

through a bitter prospect. Everywhere yellow grass

tussocks or tall brown weeds thrust through the scant

whiteness to wave in the chill wind. Under the sky's

enormous gray, scrub and bluff and blackened drifts

stood out, harsh studies in black and white. Nature

was in the blues, and all sentient things shared her dull

humor. Winging north, in V or harrow formations, the

wild ducks quacked their discontent. Peevish snipe

cursed the weather as they dipped from slough to slough.

A lone coyote complained that the season transcended

his experience, then broke off his plaint to chase a

rabbit, of whose red death Helen was shuddering witness.

The settlement was even less cheerful. Such houses

as she passed rose Uke dirty smudges from the frozen

mud of their dooryards. Moreover, the looks of the few

settlers she met were not conducive of better spirits.

MacCloud, a bigoted Presbyterian of the old Scotch-Ca-

nadian school, gave her a malignant grin in exchange

for her nod. Three Shinn boys, big loui... burst into a

lou^ guffaw as their wagon rattled by her at the forks

of Leslie's trail. Their comment, "Guess she hain't

heard!" increased her apprehension.
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She could now see the house, smokeless, apparently

Ii'eless. frowning down from a snow-clad ridge. Butwhen, a nunute later, she knocked, Leslie answered, andshe entered The living-room, with its associations of
gayety. was dank, cold, cheerless. Ash Uttered the fire-
less stove; the floor was unswept; the air gave back her
breath ma steamy doud. Through the bedroom doorshe saw drawers and boxes wide open, their contents
tossed and tumbled as though some one had rummagedthem for valuable contents. And amid these ruins of ahome Leslie sat, head bowed in his hands.
"You poor man!" she cried. "You poor, poor man!"He turned up his face, and its sick misery reminded

her of a worm raising its mangled head from under a
passing wheel as though questing a reason for its sud-
den talang off. His words strengthened the impres-
^on: I couldn t seem to satisfy her, and she was anery
because I took your part against him. Of course sheisnt so much to blame. I did as well as I could but
1 m neither clever nor ornamental, like Rhodes. But I
tried to treat her well, didn't I? You shall judge "

You did-K>f course you did, poor man!" she sobbed.
Ihen why did she leave me?"

Somehow his bUnd questioning raised the prairie trae-edy m her mmd. The rabbit's death-scream was equallv
sincere m its protest against inscrutable fate in the coy-
ote s pen eyes. Its innocence was blameless as thisYet-how could she answer problems as unsolvable asher own ?

"I have been a fool," he went on; and his next words
helped to lessen the astonishment, though not the painwhich his calamity had brought her. "A blind fool!When we used to drive out to Regis last summer itwas going on—I can see it now. They did their billing
and cooing under my very eyes. Yet they were not sS
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clever, after all, were they? I trusted her—with my
honor, expecting her to protect it as I would have de-

fended her virtue. Was I at fault? If a man can't

trust his wife, what can he do ? Surely not lock her up.

What could I do?"

Puzzled, she stood and looked down upon iiim. But

under its delicate complexities the feminine mind is ever

practical, and her attention quickly turned to his physi-

cal welfare. He must be taken away— weaned from

his sick brooding, blind questioning. "Have you eaten

to-day?" she asked. "Not for </»ree days! Go out and

harness your ponies at once, and come home with me to

supper." Anticipating objection, she added, "Really,

you must, for I am too tired to ride back again."

Her Uttle fiction was hardly necessary, he found it so

easy to let her do his thinking. He obeyed as one in a

trancf.; and not till they drove away, leading her pony

behind, did action dissipate his lethargy. Then he began

to display some signs of animation.

It was a silent and uncomfortable drive. Instead of

the usual lively jingle, pole and harness rattled dully,

the light snow hushed the merry song of the wheels to a

slushy dirge. The raw air, bleak sky, slaty grays of the

dull prospect were eminently oppressive. Nature had

shed her illusions and, fronting her cold materialism,

there was no dodging issues. Facts thrist themselves

too rudely upon consciousness. Leslie spoke but once,

and the remark proved that the chill realities had set

him again at the riddle of life.

"I shall sell out," he said, as the ponies swung in on

Carter's trail. "Go to South Africa. My brother is a

mining superintendent on the Rand."

She sighed. "I can't go to South Africa."

Rousing from his own trouble, he looked at her.

"You don't need to. You'll see. Carter will come
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^^r,Tl°^ *J^ u^^'-" ^'^ <^""°^ the few day,that he stayed with her he extended such brotherly

T'T^^ ^•'f' ft^f ^'"^^'^'y ^"y when. haS

^dTh^I'sSr^r"""^'
"^ •^'^^'^'^ *"•* -' «^ her Ufe
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THE PE'-SISTENCB OP THE ESTABLISHED

SAVE for a few dirty drifts in the shadows of thr,

bluffs, the snow was all gone when, one morning a

week or so after Leslie's departure, Helen vent south

under convoy of Jimmy Glaves to open school. The day

was bet._tiful. Once more the prairies wore the burned

browns of autumn, but to eyes that had grown to the

vast snowscape during a half-year of winter the huge

monochrome rioted in color. In fact it had its values.

There a passing cloud threw a patch of black. Bowing

io the soft breeze, last year's grass sent sunlit waves

chasing one another down to the far horizon. Here and

there a green stain on the edge of ciopped hay-sloughs

bespoke the miracle of resurrection eternal wonder of

spring, the young Ufe bubbling forth from the decay and

death of parent plants. Also the prospect was check-

ered with the chocolate of ploughed fields. On these

slow ox-teams crawled, and the shouts of the drivers,

the snapping crack of long whips, alternated as they

drove along with the cheep of running gophers, the "pee-

wee" of snipe, song of small birds. Noise was luxury

after the months of frozen silence. The warm, damp

air, the feel of balmy spring, the sunlight on the grasses

were delightfully relaxing. Helen gave herself up to it

—

permitted sensation to rule and banish for the moment

her tire and trouble. She chatted quite happily with the

trustee, who, however, seemed gloomy and preoccupied.
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cheated, while they an' only looking for a fair ex-

change."

Jimmy's face wrinkled in contemptuous disparage-

ment. "Hain't that jes' what I said? A man that ex-

pects to get his own outen a hoss-trade kain't be killed

too quick. It's tempting Providence to '.eave him loose.

As well expect a nigger to leave a fat rooster as a Cana-

dian to keep his hands off sech easy meat. 'Tain't hu-

man nafor'. As for their honor—" He sniffed. "Pity

it didn't extend to their niDrals."

"It is, indeed."

Afterwards they had many a tilt on this same subject.

Smoking in his doorway of evenings, Jimmy would emit

sarcasms from the midst of furious clouds, while she, as

much for fun as from natural feminine perversity, took

the opposite side. And neither knew the other's mind—

until too late. But placated by her low answer, he now

let the subject 'est.

Three feet of green water was slipping over the nver

ice when they forded Silver Creek, and they had to

dodge odd logs, the vanguard of Carter's drive. "An-

other week," the trustee remarked, "an" we couldn't

have crossed."

He was right. That week a warm rain ran the last

of the snows off several thousand square miles of water-

shed, feeding the stream till it waxed fat and kicked Uke

the scriptural ox against the load Carter had saddled

upon it. Snariing viciously, it would whirl a timber

across a bend, then rush on with mad roar, leaving a

mile of logs backed up behind. But such triumph never

endured. With axe, pevees, cant-hooks. Bender and

his men broke the jams; whereupon, .".s though peevish at

its failure, the river swept out over the level bottoms

and stranded timbers in backwaters among dense scrub.

To see this, the first log-drive on Silver Creek, the
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?rnm''"^''','°
Hved near the valley scuttled every day

Ban Red ndmp •> log that spun like a top under hisn.mble feet.or v ,.ch the Cougar, shoulder-de'ep1!fs„ow!
w.-ter shoving logs at some ticklish point. Then thev3 h''"^.^''^'

''' ^"""'^ '^"'- -hile that functbnary

cakfhvTv, v'"' "I"^
''*=°" °^ '"^'1= lumberman'scake by the cubic yard. Also there were peeps into the

we^rT''."^''
^'""= '"•'" '"^ ^"'^ snored in^boots and

Of Jl / r^'J"!*
^^ ''"^y ''^'^ "^"""^ °"t of the river.Of all of which they would prattle to Helen next day

at school, recitir.g many tales, chief among them theHomenc narrative of the cutting of a jam-in which she

thfj. 'J^Tl"'l""'%^'"^
^^''^ P~^«<1- ^-"""g other

things, that Michigan Red was a-rain at his old tricks
It was Susie Flynn who brought this talc. Dippingdown, one end of a bridge timber had stuck at an acute

angle into the nver-bed. A second timber swung broad-
side on against its end. then, in a trice, the logs had
backed up. gnndmg bark to pulp under their enormous
pressure. Mr. Bender," Susie said, "he was for throw-
ing a rope across from bank to bank so's they ked cut
It from above But one wasn't handy, an' while theywas waiting a big red man comes up an' hands Mr. Carter
tne dare.

'"If you're scairt, gimme the axe an' I'll show youhow we tnm a jam in Michigan.'
"But Mr. Carter wouldn't give it. 'No,' he says

awful quiet, yet sorter funny, for all the men laughed-
no. They II need you to show 'em again.' Then hewalks out on the jam an' goes to chopping, with Mr
Bender calling for him to come back an' not •

damn fool of himself."
The scene had so impressed the child that she lepro-

duced every detail for her pale audience of one—Cajrter
'* IQ7
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astride of the key-log; his men, bating their breath with

the "huh" of his stroke; Bender's distress; the cynical

grin of Michigan Red. Once, she said, a floating chip

(1 lected the axe, and he swore, c sily, naturally, turning

:i nile of annoyance up to the bank. It drew no re-

sponse from eyes that were glued to the log, now quiver-

ing under tons of pressure. A huge baulk, it broke vith

a thunderous report when cut a quarter through, and

loosed a inile of grinding death upon the chopper.

Then came his progriss through the welter. As the

jam bore down-stream, timbers would dip, somersault,

and thrash down on a log that still quivered under the

spurn of his leap. Young trees raised on end and swept

like battering-rams along the log he rode. Yet, jumping

from log to log, he came up from death out of the turmoil

in safety to the bank.

"Broui'ht his axe erlong, tool" Susan triumphantly

finished. "An' you should have jes' seen that red man^
he looked that sick an' green through his wishy-washy

smiling. But Mr. Carter! Ain't he a brave one ? You
must be awful proud of him, ain't you. Miss Helen?"

What could she answer but "Yes," though the trem-

bling admission covered only a small portion of her

psycholoi,y? Misery, fear, regret made up the rest.

The remainder of that day dragged wearily by to a

distant drone of lessons. She, who had tried to eject

her husband from her life, shuddered as she thought

how nearly her wish had come to accomplishment.

Death's cold breath chilled resentment, expunged the

memory of her months of weary waiting It would

return, but in the mean time she could thin^. of notiiing

but his danger. Hurrying home, she asked Glaves to

saddle her a horse, saying that she would try to gallop

oS a headache.

Heartache would have been more correct; but she
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OMtainly galloped rode westward, then swung around

"h! Z;*»i° ?** ' '"'''°« ""' ">« i""" he went belowHe was the damnedest man that ever I did toiow "

ir lrT£« '-- "- --^^
Helen a sense of the imminent jeopardy Carter Lh

BTderl Hi, K
"""P," ,^* ^"^ ^^^^ '° distinguish

Lay on there with that pevee! Quick! or vou'llhaye 'ern piled to heayen! Herel-BenTer C^ueSlend a handl this felloWs letting them jam onSr
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She started as under a lash. All that day she had

lived in a whirl of feeUng, and, just as a resolvent pre-

cipitates a chfimical mixture, the stem voice reduced

her feeling to thought. Unfortunately, the tone was not

in harmony with her soft misery. If it had been—
well, it wi'. not. Rather it recalled his contempt under

the moou. _ht, her own solitary shame. Whirling her

bronco, she cut him over the flank and galloped, at

imminent risk of her neck, over the dark prairies in vain

attempt to escape the galling recurrence of injured pride,

the stings of disappointment.

"He doesn't care for me! He doesn't care for me!"

It rang in her brain. Then, when she was able to think,

she added, in obedience to the sex instinct which will not

admit Love's mortality, "He never did, otherwise he

couldn't have left me!" Her conclusion, delivered that

-light into a wet pillow, revealed the secret hope at the root

of her disappointment. "I won't ride that way again."

But she did, and her changed purpose is best explained

by a conversation between Carter and Bender as they

stood drying themselves at the cook's fire after avert-

ing the threatened jam.

Carter began: "I reckon you can get along well

enough without me. Of course I'd have Uked to seen

the drive down to the Assiniboin, but in another week

the frost will be out enough to start prairie grading.

I'll have to go. Let me see. . . . One week more on the

creek, two on the Assiniboin—three weeks will put the

last timber into Brandon. In less than a month you'll

join me at the Prairie Portage."

Turning to bring another area of soaked clothing next

to the fire, his face came under strong light. These

seven months of thought and calculation had left their

mark upon it—thinned and refined its hnes, tooled the

features into W almost intellectual cast. His mouth,
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perhaps, evidenced the greatest change, showing less hu-
mor, because, perhaps, self-repression and the habit ofcommand had drawn the lips in tighter lines. Deeper
set, his eyes seemed darker, while a straight look into
their depths revealed an underlying sadness. Sternness
and sadness, indeed, governed the face, without, how-
ever, banishing a certain grave courtesy that found
expression m pleasant thanks when, presently, the cook
brought them a steaming jug of coffee. Lastly, deter-

I mination stamped it so positively that only its Uvely
mtelligence saved it from obstinacy. One glance ex-
plained Bender's answer to Jenny: "He's stifiter'n all
hell! —his attitude to Helen. In him will dominated the
emotions. Summed, the face, with its power, dogged
resolution, imperturbable confidence, mirrored his past
struggles, gave earnest for his future battles.
A hint of these last inhered in a remark that Bender

shd in between two gulps of coffee. "They're saying
as the C. P. will never let you cross their tracks?"

Carter smiled. "Yes? Who's saying it?"
"Oh, everybody. An' the Winnipeg paper said yes-

terday as 'Old Brass-Bowels'"— he gave the traffic
manager his sobriquet—"will enjoin you an' carry the
case through the Dominion courts to the British privy
council. The newspaper sharp allows that would take
about two years, during which the monopoly would
either buy out or bust your crowd by building a com-
peting line."

This time Carter laughed heartily, the confident laugh
of one sure of himself. "So that's what the paper
said? Well, well, well! That scribe person must be
something of a psychic. What's that? Oh, a fellow
who tells you a whole lot of things he don't know him-
self. Now, listen." (In view of what occurred six
months later, his words are worth remembering.)
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"Courts or no courts, privy council to the contrary,

we'll run trains across 'Brass-Bowel's' tracks before

next freeze-up."

"Hope you do," Bender grinned. "But the old man
ain't so very slow."

They talked more of construction— tools, supplies,

engineering difficulties, the hundre i problems inherent

in railroad-building. Midnight still found them by the

fire, that twinkled, a lone red star, under the enormous

vault of night.

But, though interesting and important, in that the

success of the enterprise involved the economic freedom

of a province, the conversation—with one exception—is

not germane to this story, which goes on from the mo-

ment that, two days later, a Pengelly boy carried the

news of Carter's departure to Helen at school.

The exception was delivered by the mouth of Bender,

as he rose, stretching with a mighty yawn, to go to his

tent. "Of coiirse it's none of my damn business, but

do you allow to call at the school as you go down to-

morrow?"
Carter's brows drew into swift lines, but resentment

faded before the big fellow's concern. "I didn't reckon

to," he said, gently; yet added the hint, "—^since you're

so pressing."

But Bender would not down. "Oh, shore !" he pleaded.

"Shore! shore!"

Carter looked his impatience, yet yielded another point

to the other's distress. "If Mrs. Carter wished to see me,

I allow she'd send."

"Then she never will! she never will!" Bender cried,

hitting the crux of their problem. "For she's jes' as

proud as you."

With that he plunged into the environing darkness,

leaving Carter still at the fire. From its glow his face
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presently raised to the valley's rim, dim and ghostlyunder a new moon, ridged with shadowy trees. It wasonly S.X m.les to Glaves's place, a hop. skip, and jump fnhat country of distances. For some minutes he stoodhke a stag on gaze

; then with a slow shake of the headhe followed Bender. '

Jf'^A^^i'^ ''°™"^ ^^"^ *" winter." the small bov

roldteg-'
"''"

"^'^ "^ ^^^* ^-y -*h hi« S
After two days of embittered brooding, Helen had

thThaVZ'';?"1' ^^ '^'"^ '° '"^^ ii-samrmSthat had ruled her the January morning when MrsI^she broke m on her months of lonelinJs. But thUstarthng news explained certain contradictions in herpsychology- for mstance, her startings and flushineswhenever her north window had show^ a inovW do?on the valley trail these last two days. Moreo^ef he

fp^l .T'v\^''^'l'=°"^'=*^"'
^''^ the assertion, thricerepeated withm the hour, that even if he did come shewould never, never, never forgive him rum! Not thatshe conceded said contradictions. the contrary sheput up a gorgeous bluff with herself, affected indifference

d^^toXti^"''"^'^ '-' ''^^ -^-^"^ -^ -^e

nearer end. Helen looked down on the pool.^he famoSpoo wherem her betrothal had received baptism bytotal mmersio,, at least she looked on the place wherethe pool had been, for shallows and sand-bar weremerged m one swirl of yellow water. But the clay bTnk

evemW Hpr'''?."^
'"" ^"^^ "^ °" *^t memorableevemng. Here, on the straight reach, the logs floated
ao3



THE SETTLER

ii

_,m

under care of an occasional patrol. A rough fellow in

blue jeans and red jerkin gave her a curious stare as he

passed, whereafter there was no witness to her wet eyes,

her rain of tears, convulsive sobbing, che break-up of

her indifference—that is, none but her i-'ony. Reaching
curiously around, the beast investigated the grief hud-

dled upon his neck with soft muzzle, rubbing and sniffing

"cheer up," and she had just straightened to return his

mute sympathy when a voice broke in on the bitter and
sweet of her reverie.

"Well met, fair lady!"

Turning, startled, she came face to face with Moly-

neux. The heavy mud of the bottoms had silenced his

wheels, and now he sat smiling at the sudden fires that

dried up and hid her tears. "Not there yet," he answer-

ed her question as to his return home. '

' Do you imagine

I could go by without calling? The school was closed,

but a kid—a Flynn, by his upper lip—told me that you
had ridden this way; and as it was Friday evening '

judged you were got^g north to Leslie's, and so drove

like Jehu on the trail of Ahab. Better turn your horse

loose and get in with me. He'll go home all right.

Why not ?"

Again she shook her head. "Didn't Mr. Danvers
write you— ?" Remembering that a letter would have
crossed him on the Atlantic, she stopped.

"What's the matter.' No one dead? Worse?" He
laughed in her serious face when she had told. "Oh,
well, that's not so bad. After all, LesUe was an awful

chump. If a man isn't strong enough to hold a woman's
love he shouldn't expect to keep her."

He was yet, of course, in ignorance of all that had
transpired in his absence— the house-party and the

complete revulsion it had wrought in Helen s feelings.

He knew nothing of her shame, vivid remorse, passion of

J04
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thankfulness for her escape. To him she was still th^woman desperate in her Leliness, who harchaSged
^17" TV^^"" ™°""^^ ^So. Withal, what posSh m to afford that glimpse of his old nature ? It coupkd

Not understanding her silence, he ran gaylv on- "Ican now testify to the truth of the sayfng 'Absencemakes the heart grow fonder.' How isTt v^th you'Have I lost or gained.?"
"

Laughing nervously, she answered: "Neither Weare still the same good friends."
^^eitner. We

He shook his head, frowning. "Not enough. I wantlove—must, iwV/ have it."
^ ^

f.^^
""gering misapprehension of the state of her

taS: 1 H
''^"'^ '^"' ^"'^"^'"^'^ "°- -«tantly

t^tl.^ V .
fl^e --egretted the weakness which en-titled h.m to speak thus

! She knew now. Never underany conditions, could she have married him, but, warnedby dearly boughten experience, she dared not ^ infTm
T;v.

^"S^*?""''' '^' ^^"^'^^ ^"1 Pa^ed, calling to h™aid those shifts for men's fooling that centuries of help-
lessness hare bred in woman's bone

*
''Well, well!" she laughed. "I thought you more eallant. I on horseback, you in a buggy. Love at s^i

long distance! I wouldn't have belifved it of youl'^
It was a bad lead, drawing him on instead of awayThat IS easily remedied. Get in with me-<3r I'll tieup to that poplar." ^^
She checked hi. eagerness with a quick invention.
No, no! I was only joking. No, I say! There's aman, a nver-driver, j..- behind that bluff." How she

Zft IZ r'- ,
^ '^ ''''' "^^^ °"« ™ght comeand so afford her safe . ., she switched the conversa-

tion to y journey, ana when that subject wore out
305



Ik'-
'

fqr

THE SETTLER

enthused over the sunset. How beautiful was the sky
the shadows that fell Uke a pall over the bottoms

—

the
lights slow crawling up the headlands I

Preferring her delicate coloring to the blushes of the
west, he feasted on her profile, delicately outlined against
a golden cloud, until she turned. Then he brought her
back to the point. "Well—have you forgotten.?"

"What?" She knew too well, but the question killed

a moment.
"The answer you promised me?"
She would dearly have loved to give it, to cry aloud :

"I love! I love! I love— him, not you!" Ay, she
would have flaunted it in all the proud cruelty of love

—

had she dared. Instead, she answered: "You forget!
I am a married woman."
"No, I don't," iie urged. "That is easily settled.

Three months' residence across the line, in Dakota, and
you are free of him."
"But not of myself."

"What do you mean?"
Alarmed by che sudden suffusion of venous blood on

his face and neck, the reddish glow of his eye, she forged
hasty excuses. "You see, I never thought of it—^in that
way. I must have time to get used to the idea. Won't
you give me a week?" Her winning smile conquered.
He had stepped his ponies alongside, and, snatching her
hand, he covered it with kisses.

"By God, Helen, you must say yes! I'm mad

—

mad
with love of you. If you refuse

—

"

"Hush!" She snatched away her hand as a man
came in sight from behind a bluff, coming up-stream.
"It is Mr. Bender!" she exclaimed—so thankfully. Then,
mindful of her part, she added: "What a nuisance! I

wonder if he—saw you?"
"Oh, he'll go by."

906
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"No, no! Leave me the shreds of my character. Youmust go. Must! I said, sir."

"Very well But remember-one week." Noddine
significantly, he drove off. leaving her struggling with

r.?H f R T °uf'''
''"' -PP'«hension.%hf won

dered if Bender had seen Molyneux kiss her hand.
Though in a few minutes of shy conversation Bender

showed no knowledge of the cause that had set her torubbing the back of her hand against her skirt, it never-
theless formed the subject of a rough scrawl that Baldy
the tote-trail teamster, delivered to Jenny in Lone Tree
two days later. "You said I was to tell if I saw or
heard anything more. Well, he is back, and—" Fol-
lowed the kisses, and the scrawl ended, "If you kin
uo anything like you thought you ked, do it quick, else I
shall have to tell the boss and give him a chance to look
alter his own."
Jenny did "do it quick," and thereby initiated a

sequence of cause and event that was to entirely change
the complexion of a dozen lives. An extract from her
letter to Helen explains itself :

" Twas on the tip of my
tongue to tell it to you every time he druv you home last
winter, but twas so much easier for me to have you all
beheving as it was the man that went back to England
But 'twasn't. Miss Helen; 'twas him—Capen Molyneux "

Poor Jenny! She alone knew the magnitude of themans offence against her weak innocence, but small
stoic, she had hugged the knowledge to her soul while
waiting in dull patience for the punishment she never
doubted. Immunity would have challenged the exist-
ence of the God on whom, despite small heresies of
speech, she devoutly leaned. She read his sentence in
that most tremendous curse of the oppressor, the One
Hundredth and Ninth Psalm, the bitter cry of David

:

'For he hath rewarded me evil . , . hatred for my love.
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When he shall be judged, let him be condemned; and
his prayer become sin Let his children be continually
vagabonds, seek their bread in desolate places. Let the
extortioner catch all that he hath; the stranger despoil
his labor. Let there be none to extend mercy to him.
. . . Let his posterity be cut off and his generation blotted
out . . . that He may cut off the memory of them from
the earth." Ay, she had believed that it would come
to pass in some way—by Hghtning-flash, audden sickness,

a weary death. But she had never imagined herself as
the instmment which this letter was to make her. What
the confession cost her! Tears, shameful agonizings

!

Small wonder that, in her trembling confusion, she mis-
shufHed notes and sUd Helen's into Bender's envelope.

II!
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warmth upon Molj^neux's verand, tl t ^ ''"'^'^

thousand dollars a head per annum 'rl'^""'''
"* °"^

made up for the defection of Da"verlwh?'h
*''"

learned how httle there u,as to belelmedt^.^"^
ness. was adventuring fanning forhS Vhl
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competition with abilities that had been whetted to a

fine edge through centuries on time's h^rd stone. Like

a leaden plummet, he would have plunged through the

social strata to his natural place in the scheme of things.

Here, however, he was of some importance, a magnate
on means that would hardly have kept up his clothes

and clubs at home. A landed proprietor, moreover, he

escaped the stigma of trade, and the resultant prejudice,

should he ever return to live in England.

Then the life glowed with the colors of romance. His

farm occurred on the extreme western edge of that vast

forest which blackens the Atlantic seaboard, and so

marches west and north over a thousand rugged miles

to the limit of trees on the verge of the Barren Lands.

Within gunshot the old ferocious struggle for Ufe con-

tinued as of yore. Through timbered glades the wolf

pursued and made his kill; echo answered the clash of

horns as big elk fought for a doe; over lonely woodland
lakes, black with water-fowl, the hoo-haugh crane spread

ten feet of snowy pinion; across dark waters the loon's

weird lament replied to the owl's midnight questioning.

In winter the moose came down from their yards to feed

at his prairie hay-stacks; any night he could come out

on the veranda and thrill to a long howl or the scream
of a lynx.

Opening before him now, the view was pleasantly

beautiful. His house, a comfortable frame building,

and big bam and coirals, all sat within the embrace of

a half-moon that prairie-fires had bitten out from the

heart of a poplar bluff. Southward his tilled fields ran

like strips of brown carpet over the green earth rolls.

Beyond them spread the Park Lands, with his cattle

feeding knee-deep in the rank pasture between clump
poplar. Further still, his horses scented the wind from
the crest of a knoll, forming a dull blotch against the
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soft blue sky These were growing into money while

that"^"^' T:i
"^^^ °^ ^""' «"^'"«- '^'=« hay, and Taborthat reversed the natural order of things and paid for theCw •

"'?"'*"^' ^^ '°"'^ ^"^ Wmself comfortably
wealthy m no too many seasons. He would still beyoung enough for a run through Maiden Lane, London's

^Zl ^".^" I'TJ""^
dem.monJai.c. However heput that thought behmd him as being inconsistent ^ith

contemplation of the last thing necessary for perfectrappmess-a pretty wife. Through the haze of sunlit
tobacco reek, he saw himself in possession of even that
golden asset and thereafter his reflections took theexact color of those of the rich man before deatii camem the night: "Soul, soul! Thou hast much goods laid

ZnV '

'^""''' **''° ''•'"^ ''^'^' ^''<J be

-TvL'"/^^"^ """^ *''*' ^ ^'="'^<''" h= murmured,
rhirty-four, my next birthday. By Jove ! six more

years and I shall be forty!"
"^

The thought deflected his meditation into channels
highly becoming to a person of the age he was contem-
plating, and from virtuous altitudes he looked back with
something of the reproving tolerance that kindly age
accords to youthful indiscretion. He maintained the
you- were -a-sad- dog" point of view till a sudden

thought stung his virtuous complacency through to the
quick. Oh, well "—he ousted reproach .with exculpa-
tory murmur- "if the girl had only let me, I would
have got her away from here and have done something
handsome for her afterwards. But it was just as well-
seeing that it p. d off so quietly. I wonder how shemanaged It? Nobody seems to know." Then, ignoring
tfie fact that every seeding brings its harvest, not know-mg that the measure of that cruel sowing was even thencommg home to h i on a fast trot, he smothered convic-
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tlon under the trite reflection, "A fellow must »ow hii

wild oats."

Still the thought had marred his reverie, and, tapping

his pipe on the chair-rung, he rose. He intended a \fisit

to the bam, where his man was dipping seed wheat in

bluestone solution to kill the smut; but just then a

wagon, which had !)cen rattling along the Lone Tree

trail, turned into his private lane.

"It is Glaves," he muttered. "And his wife. What

can they want ? Must have a message—from her; other-

wise they would never come here."

His thought di<l not malign the trustee, who had posi-

tively refused the comi .ission till assured that its per-

formance would sever Helen's relations with his natural

foes. Yet he did not like it, and though retribution

might have presented herself in more tragic guise, shr

could not have assumed a more forbidding face than

that which he now turned down to Molyneux.

Than they two there have been no more violent con-

trast. Beak-nosed, hollow-eyed, the hoar of fifty win-

ters environed the trustee's face, which wind and

weather had warped, seamed, and wrinkled into the

semblance of a scorched hide. He was true to the

frontier type; and beside his bronzed ruggedness, the

EngUshman, though much the larger man, seemed, with

his soft hands, smooth skin, and poUshed manner, to be

small and effeminate.

As might be expected, the trustee refused Molyneux's

invitation to put in and feed. "No; mc an' the wife is

going up to see her brother, north of Assissippii, an' we

have thirty miles to make afore sundown."

He did, however, return curt answers to a few ques-

tions, though it would be a mistake to set his scant con-

versational efforts to the account of politeness. Rather

they were the meed of maUgnance, for, while talking, he
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The mails? Mrs Camr w^^h .5°"f " ^'"'^- '«' »«id

•traggled in Shey h. .^ V"''"'* *" ^^h "ctters as
Meb'^. but she was fha 'w;,,!"^' /t^ ^"''«""«='
the idea of spending her nfghK S„' -' '^

'/'l?'""'
«*

sin-eel Havin? accnr,i»^ « • ^"" '• ^ fine girl,

tions. the ZLZ7.tonZTlZZ '" ".^"^"''^ P^-^^^-
of the yard, and huhIh i,- •,

'^' ** *"= ""'^d out

Molyneux.
^^"^ *"' ^'•'' Panning, to look at

ma'n^to:d"'and"strd"i'^T --"''-P°^"'. the

Across the top HeLnhJ^/' .-^'n^u"^'
P'''^"' '«ter.

and that scrap of^01^7' ^^'' '"'P'^'"" ''^^If."

torn up and ^onsired f„ :r'«
"''"^ '^''^ '«"«" "O''

dated her receipt of Innv/^'""- '^^^ ««' «««-
want you toZulJlT^' ''""' ""'^ ^ad run: "I
must Ja"do^ milf I have""h""'

°^,^°<J""^- -d you
to sanction thThope vou'exn'^''^'' u

"'''°"' '^^''^
now perceive tLV?* ^ ^'^Pressed the other day. I

causeHTo ean si WHv'
'"^"^'^ >°-liness'that

might have toM vo?, tif "
"P°" y""" friendship. I

exUceTw^rve^-^iirrt'iLS-^ ?I
^^-'"

more—regret, pleasant hr,r^ *u rl .
^here was

with it fn^ndiytSL °^L£or hir" ™'^'^' """^
letter she had withdrawklrom /hi

,'^^PP'"'==s- This

with one that was fulT nfT ^'"^'' '° ^"™' ^'°"g

si-led with indSSfatiol!
''P™''"' ^"'^ ^ '"rd that

cove"rSS.^If etttrw" '^ '

'^°'^"-'' ^-<=d '^^=-

attempts at re" ^I^^^c^tToV -nVSfir^I^^^^^^^

"n"::s^rirhrf'h^"sr"'^^^^

was not in ^X^^^I^^^^^J
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Instead of remorse, anger possessed him, for, tearing the

letter, he cried in a gust of passion: „ ^ , ^
"She sha'n't throw me a second time! By God, she

sha'n't!" . . ^ u i, ,
Needs not to follow his turbulent thought as he hur-

ried out to the bam—his flushes, the paroxysms that

set his face in the colors of apoplexy. Sufficient that

flooding passion swept clean the superstructure of false

morality, sophistical idealism, that he had erected on

the rotten foundation of his vicious heredity. A minute

of action explains a volume of psychology. Hitchmg his

ponies, he drove madly southward, one idea standing

clearly out in his whirl of thought—she would be alone

that night.

Tu«t about the time that Molyneux swung out on the

Lone Tree trail, Helen arrived home from school with

the eldest Flynn boy, who had volunteered to help her

with the chores, her undertaking of which had made

possible Mrs. Glaves's rare hoUday. Under distress of

their bursting udders, the cows had come in of their own

accord from the fat, rank pastures, and now called for

easement, with low, persistent "mooing, while she

changed her dress. When she finally came out, with

sleeves rolled above elbows that had regained their

plump whiteness, they even fought for precedence

horning each other aside until the bell-cow made good

her prerogative as leader; then frothing streams soon

drew tinkling music from her pail. For his part, the

boy fed pigs and calves, carried in the milk, then de-

parted, leaving her to skim and strain, and wash pans

and pails, itself no light task in view of Mrs. GlavMS

difficult standards of cleanliness. That done and her

supper eaten, she placed a lamp on the table and sat

down to think over the events of the day.
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A Uttle fatigued, she ' .anc'd a suior,,h cheek on her
hand, stanng at the la. p, whose j^.lden light toned
while jt revealed the cha- ;.:. .K,e distressful months
had wrought in her appearance. Her eyes were weary
her face tired; but if she was paler than of yore, the
pallor was becoming, in that it was altogether a mental
product and accorded well with her plump, well-nourish-

t .K°K^"
"^^'""'^tl'' " ^°f""y pouted in agreement

with her sad thought, was scarlet and pretty as ever
In every way she was good as new.
At first she had found it extremely difficult to realize

the full meaning of the letter which the Cougar had
brought m from the camp early that morning. ForBender would trust it in no other hand; whereby he
discovered not only his wisdom, but also an unexpected
tund of tact m his rough messenger. Anticipating some
display of emotion, the Cougar discharged his office in
the pnvacy of Helen's own room; and if her red eyes
afterwards excited Jimmy Glaves's insatiable curiosity
only the Cougar witnessed her breakdown—sorrowful
tremblings, blushes, tearful angev. Not that she had
doubted the girl's word. Only it had seemed monstrous
incredible, impossible, until, through the day, jots and
tittles of evidence had filtered out of the past She had
connected Jenny's gloomings on the occasions that Moly-
neux drove her (Helen) home with his refusals to enterand warm himself after their cold drives. Even from
the far days of the child's trouble, small significances had
come to piece out the solid proof. So now nothing was
left for her but bitter self-communion.
These days it did seem as though the fates were benton squeezing the last acrid drop into her cup; for to the

consciousness of error was now added knowledge of the
utter worthlessness of her tempter. She burned as she
recalled their soUtary rides; writhed slim fingers in a
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passion of thankfulness as she thought of her several

escapes; was taxing herself for her folly when a sudden

furious baying outside brought her, startled, to her feet.

It was merely the house-dog exchanging defiances

with a lone coyote; but—after she had satisfied herself

of the fact—it yet brought home upon her a vivid sense

of her lonely position. Sorry now that she had not gone

home with the Flynn boy, she glanced nervously about

the room, which, if small, was yet large enough to own
shadowy comers. On top of the pigeon-holed mailing-

desk, moreover, a few books were piled in such a way
as to cast a shadow, the silhouette of a man's profile,

upon the wall. Lean, hard, indescribably cruel, its thin

lips split in a merciless grin as she moved the lamp, then

suddenly lengthened into the semblance of a hand

and pointing finger. Then she laughed, nervously, yet

laughed because it indicated one of the hundred sum-

monses, writs of execution, and findings in judgment

that were pasted up on the walls.

"By these summons," Victoria Regina called upon

her subject, James Glaves, to pay the moneys and taxed

. costs herein set forth under pain of confiscation of his

goods and chattels. Usually recording debt and disas-

ter, the instruments certified, in Jimmy's case, to numer-

ous victories over implement trusts, cordage monopolies,

local or foreign Shylocks. "Execution proof," in that

his wife owned their real property in her own right, he

could sit and smoke at home, the cynosure of the coun-

try-side, in seasons when the sheriff travelled with the

thresher and took in all the grain. To each document

he could append a story, the memory of such a one

having caused Helen's laugh.

Indicating thia particular specimen with his pipe-stem

one evening, he had remarked: "Yon jest tickled the

jedge to death. 'Mr. Glaves,' he says, when he handed
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iotTto ?oJl'':
^'''

^r °" '''' J^'^^^"'- "°w it's upto^you to fool em on the execution.' An' you bet I

start ^"'"'"f? ''*"™^'^ *° '^^ ««sings, only to

ilves ;"T heT
'"'"'=' *'^ '""^^ and impressed them!selves upon her nervous mental surfaces? Or was itmere y a coincidence of thought that caused her To seehis face pressed against the black pane. Be this as itmay, she could not regain her composu e Tak L theamp she locked herself in her bedroom; then she souS
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—IS DEATH

THOUGH Silver Creek still ran fat and full, its

sources were now nearly drained of flood -waters;
any ciiy might see it suddenly shrink to its usual sum-
mer trickle. Anticipating the event, Bender went miles
down-stream that morning to superintend the building
of the first dam, and so did not see the Cougar till that
worthy came into camp at night from his own place at
the tail of the drive.

This, the hour for changing shifts, was the liveliest of

camp life—the social huur, one might term it, replete
with a certain rough comfort. With them, from up
and down river, the reliefs poured in, a stream of red
shirts, drowning with oaths, song, and laughter the
rattle of tin-ware in the cook-tent. Spread over fifteen

miles of river, the arrival was equally irregular, and
those who had already eaten were grouped about a
huge camp-fire, the red glow of which enriched weath-
ered skins and softened the corrugations of iron faces.

After the cold and wel of the day, its warmth spelled
luxury in capitals—luxu y such as no millionaire may
command from his palatial clubs, for pleasure may only
be measured in degrees of health with accompanying
intensity of sensation. As they moved and turned like

huge red capons on an old-style spit, bringing fresh
areas of soaked clothing under the blaze, they smoked
and revamped the day's haps, its dips, jams, duckings,
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while the river-the river that yielded their hard hrp»^K. exchange for annual toll of a life or twcTrebuSwith angry growl their jokes and jestings.

^"^'"^^^'^

Sen ^e r
^''P°''' "'"''"'' ^^J-''°"- -d Ws look-When tne Cougar entered, caused the latter's weirdfierceness to flux in vast sympathy

"^
Well?" Bender inquired.

The Cougar pulled a paper out of his shirt-bosomHere s your letter that she got by mistake "

«hpI'^rr^-^ '"^P *° '^y *''^t ^he would do her best-she had done it, too, poor girl i—that =.n,i .„ T
to be rarpf„i ;„ A , '"^' 3"" an admonitionto be careful in drying his clothes at nights. Usuallvthe warning would have dissolved Bender- ^-rimne'sbut It caused no relaxation of his gravity

*^"'""«=^'

How did she take it .'"

Too late—now. It's done "

growled. Chipper upl Tain't any worse than it

Hnnt'^l"''"''''';?
'"'^'^ ^"'^ ^^'"'^ the big body. "Youdon t know, Cougar. You don't know what it is-"

the oth'er -Hf'r*, 'I
*''=• ^"'^'^^ ^PP^"'"^ ^^Lje i.iother. He had stra.

: tened from his eroueh, and
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his eyes flared like blue, alcohol flames in his livid face.

As at the touch of a secret spring, the man's fierce taci-

turnity raised, exposing the tortured soul behind.

"I— don't?" The whisper issued like a dry wind
from drawn lips. " Me ?—that saw my wife an' baby—

"

Though frontiersmen tell, shivering, of the horror he
mentioned, no pen has been found callous enough to set

it forth on paper. "God, manl" His arms snapped
outward and his head fell forward in the attitude of

the crucifixion.

"Cougar!" Bender grasped his shoulder. "Cougar!
Cougar, man! I'd forgotten."

But as one in a trance the man went on: "It's always
with me—through these years—day an' night. I'd have
killed myself—long ago—on'y whenever I'd think of

that, she'd come—sweet an' smiling—with a shake of

her pretty head. She wouldn't let me do it." The
thought of her smile seemed to calm him, and he con-
tinued, more quietly: "I never could make out why
'twas done to her. A sky-pilot tol' me onct as 'twas

the will o' God, but I shocked him clean out of his

boots.

"'I'll know on the Jedgment Day, will I?' I asks
him. 'Shorely,' he answers, pat. 'An' I'll be close in

to the great white throne you was talking about ?' He
nods. 'Then do you know what I'll do.'' I asks him
again. ' If I find out as how that God o' youm ordered
that done to my little gal, I'll stick a knife into Him an'
turn it round.'

"At that he turned green an' tried to saddle the dirty

business onto the devil. But, Lordy, he didn't know.
She does, though, else she wouldn't come smiling. She
knows; so I've alius reckoned as if she could bear her
pain I can worry through to the end. There! there!
I'm all right again. You didn't go to do it. An,' after
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all I don't know but that you are right. For while my
gal s at peace, yourn has to live out her pain. It's ouz-

S7 mat iltS.J^^'^
'•'"'• ^^-^'^-^-^

"What about him ?" Bender's bulk seemed to swe^l inthe dim hght to huge, amorphous proportions. "That's
simple. He s got to marry her."
What the conclusion had cost himl-the suilerine self-

sacnfice. To the sophisticated, both sacrifice and'con-

just how wrong may be righted by the marriage of aclean giri with an impure man; yet it was strictly inaccord with backwoods philosophy. As yet the scept"cism of modernity had not infected the plains, nor hadthe leprosy of free thought rotted their creed and in-
stitutions. To Bender's simpUcity. marriage appealed
as the one cure for such ills as Jenny's, while both heand the Cougar had seen the dose administered with aid

li^^L' ^°?7"^'• ^°' ^^'"""^ °' "°'' the conclusionearned the latter's instant approval
There was .^mething pathetic, too, in the seriousway m which, after discussing ways and means, theyspoke of Jenny s future. "She'll be a lady." the Cougarcommented. "Too big to look at you an' me "
Bender's nod incarnated self-effacement, but he bris-

tied when the Cougar suggested that Molyneux might

t^Sow"'" '" ^''"'''''- "^''" «° "P ^""^ «"
"An' after it's all over.'"

timlSrT"
^°'" ^°" ^"* ""^-^^^ ^^'nps an' the big

The big timber! The Cougar's bleak face lit up with

Ztt^ ^T*^ ?'"* P'"^^ °^ ^^^^2°" woods: rose-brown shade of cathedral redwoods; the roaring unrest
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of lacy cataracts; peace of great rivers that float the

rafts and drives from snow-capped Rockies down to

the blue Pacific; these, and the screaming saw-raills

that spew their product over the meridians, the pomp
of that great piracy; the sights, sounds, resinous odors

that the Cougar would never experience again were

vividly projected into his consciousness.

"Man!" He drew a deep breath. "It can't come
too quick for me. I'm sick of these plains, where a man
throws a shadow clean to the horizon. I'm hungry for

the loom of the mountains." After a pause, he added,

"Coming back to yourself—have you eaten to-day?"

The language he accorded to Bender's negative would
shake the type from a respectable printer's fingers, yet,

in essence, was exactly equivalent to the "You poor

dear!" of an anxious wife or mother. Striding off, he
quickly returned with coffee and food, which Pender

was ordered to eat under pain of instant loss of his liver,

lights, and sundry other useful organs. Then, being be-

sotted in his belief in action as a remedy for mental
disorders, he suggested a visit to the turn above the

bridge where the logs had jammed twice that afternoon.

Another day would put the last log under the bridge

and see the temporary structure dismantled and afloat;

but though only the tail of the drive remained above,

the jams had backed it up for a couple of miles, so that

the logs now filled the river from bank to bank. They
floated silently, or nearly so, for the soft thud of colli-

sions, mutter of grinding bark, merged with the low roar

of the stream. But a brilliant northern moon lit the

serried array; when the men crossed they could pick the

yellow sawed ends from the black of the mass.

Under urge of the same thought, they paused on the

other side and looked back along the northern trail.

With the exception of the cook, who.,e pots proclaimed his
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labors with shrill tintinnabulation, the camp now slept
Its big watch-fire bumi.i? rnd and low. Beneath that
bnght moon scrub, bluff, scour, ravine, and headland
stood out, lacking only the colors of day. and they could
sec the trail s twin ruts writhing like black snakes across
the ashen bottoms mto the gorge by which it gained the
praines. s - mc

The Cougar's quick eye first discerned a moving blot,
but Bender gave it identity. "That's shore Molyneux's
ng. He d a loose spoke when he went by t'other day.Hear it rattle." '

It was clear and sharp as the clatter of a boy's stick
along a wooden paling, and the Cougar whispered- "It's
sure him. Where kin he be going? Do you reckon-"

Ihe same thought was in Bender's mind. "An' she
there alone. No one ever starts out for Lone Tree this
time o' night " After a grim pause, he added, "But
that s where he s going."
A strident chuckle tol ' that the Cougar had caught

his mining. "That's right. Saved us trouble, hain't
he.? Kind of him. Jes' step into the shadow till he's
fairiy on the bridge."

If they had remained in the moonlight he would never
have seen them. Dusk had brought no surcease of hismad thought; rather its peace stimulated his excitement
by shutting him out from the visible worid. What were
his thoughts ? It takes a strong man to face his contem-
plated villanies. From immemorial time your scoun-
drel has been able to justify his acts by some sort of
crooked reasoning, and Molyneux was no exception to
the rule. "Why do you muddy the water when I am
drinking ?" ohe wolf asked of the lamb. " How could I
sir, seeing that the stream flows from you to me?" the
.amb filed in exception. " None of your insolence!" the
wolf roared as he made his kill.
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In the same way Molyneux excluded from thought

everything that conflicted with his intention—the first

rudeness that lost him Helen's maiden confidence, his

insidious attempts to wean her from her husband, her

undoubted right to reject his advances. He twisted his

ow- crime to her demerit. "She didn't know about

thai when she was drawing me on!" he exclaimed, when-

ever Jenny's letter thrust into his meditation. "Why
should it rut any ice now? It is just an excuse to

throw me a second time. But she sha'n't do it, by God!

no, she sha'n't, she sha'n't! She's a coquette!—a damned

coquette! I'll—" 'I' :-v a red rage, a heaving, tumultu-

ous passion, would dtown articulate thought so that his

intention never took form in words But one thing is

certain—he was thoroughly dangerous. In that mood

Helen would have fared as illy at his hands as the lamb

j»; the paws of the wolf.

The sudden stoppage of his ponies, midway of the

bridge, broke up his reverie. As the moon struck full

in his own face, he saw the two men only as shadows;

but there was no mistaking Bender's bulk, and, after a

single startled glance, Molyneux hailed him. "Is that

you, Mr. Bender?
'

" It 's me , all right . Where might you be heading for ?"

It was the usual trail greeting, preliminary to conver-

sation, but Molyneux sen ,ed a difference of tone, savor

of command, menace of authority, that galled his

haughty spirit. Vexed by the impossibility of explana-

tion, his disdain of the settler tribe in general would not

permit him to lie; from which conflict of feeling his stiff

answer was bom.
"I don't see that it is any of your business."

"You don't?" Equally stiff, the 'eply issued from

the huge, dim shape. "Well, I'll mak^ it mine. You're

going to Lone Tree."
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Puzzled, Molyneux glanced from Bender's indefinite-

ness to the Cougar's dim crouch. He was not afraid.
In him the courage of his vices was reinforced byenormous racial and family pride-the combination thatmade the Bntish fool the finest of officers until mathe-

f,
J" *?, qu'ck-firing artillery replaced the sword and

mSl^e. Mistalcmg the situation, he attempted to carry
It off with a laugh. '

the'Stt
""''^ ^°" '''^^' ^^'" drinking? Here; pas,

jecte'i! d^t."'
''' ^°" ""=''''"^'' '""^ ^"S- '"*-

Astonished now. as ^ell as puzzled. Molyneux yet
rejected a sudden suspicion as impossible. Out o!
patience galled by this mysterious opposition, he said,
testily: Are you crazy .> I do not intend—

"

"—To go to Lone Tree," Bender interrupted. "Yeswe know. You was heading up for Glaves's place."
'

Senously disconcerted. Molyneux hid it under an
ironical laugh. "I must say that I marvel at your
intimate knowledge of my affairs. And since you are
so well posted, perhaps you can tell me why I am going
to Lone Tree ?" * ^

" I kin that." The huge, dim figure, with its crouched,
attendant shadow, moved a pace nearer, then the man's
stem bass launched on the quivering moonlight, reciting
to an accompaniment of rushing waters this oldest of
woodland sagas. Beginning at the night he picked
Jenny up on the trail, he told all—Jed Hines's cruel fury-
birth and burial of his. Molyneux's child; the outcast
girl s subsequent illness; Helen's kindness; the doctor's
philanthropy; the kindly conspiracy that protected her
from social mfamy. "An' x% that saw her through her
trouble, he finished, "are bound to see her righted "

If the Ume-Iights of histor>' and fiction were thrown
i2%
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more often upon motives and psychology, and less on

deeds and action, characters would not appear in such

hard colors of black and white. It were false to paint

Molyneux irredeemably black. "Your child I" He
winced at the phrase, and, perhaps for the first time,

an inkling of the enormity of his offence was borne in

upon him. His child? It was the flesh of his own

loins that had suffered midnight burial at the hands of

Carter and the kindly nricst! The thought struck with

enormous force—then faded. For back of him was that

vicious generation whose most cultured exponent wrote

to his own son that a seduction or two was necessary

to the education of a gentleman. Through pride of

family, the dead hands of haughty and licentious fore-

bears reached to throttle remorse.

Was he to be called to account by common settlers,

the savages of the scornful English phrase ? Anger col-

ored his next remark: "Waited till you were good and

ready, didn't you? Your diligence falls short of your

zeal, my friends, or
—

"

"Don't flatter yourself," Bender sternly interrupted.

"You kin thank her for the delay. If we'd known,

you'd long ago have been either dead or married. But

she kep' her own counsel till she thought as some one

else's welfare called her to speak. 'Twasn't needed.

T'other'd already found you out for herself."

Molyneux blinked under the savage contempt, but

answered, stiffly enough: "Now listen. I deny nothing,

though she received attentions from one of my pupils,

and it might very well have been
—

"

"You lie!"

The lie never comes so unpleasantly as when asserting

a truth; so, though he knew that he had lied, Molyneux's

eyes glinted wickedly, his hand tightened on his whip.

A glance right and left showed him the river, only a
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liRht hand-rail between him and dawas not room to turn; the giant oiocicea the way

less sorrow. What is done is done. If the eirl hadtakon me into her confidence—"
^

"Likely, wasn't it?"

Mot'neuxi mind 'V"."r-
" '•™""^"-- ^*^'- ""'"ed intoMoiyneuxs mmd. but ho went on: "—I'd have taken

Ma^aee oTco
""""^ '° "^ ^ '''• '" ^ -^al way"

S^fforlXoTherL-"^ °^ ''"' '^"-''°"- ^« ^
"No one's denying that."

«et"er!'
"°'"^ '^^ ''''^''"- ""^"'^ "»' ^e happy to-

"Who said anything about your Hving together?"
Ihe mtcrruptions were most disconcerting but he

'^Z:.- "T " ^''"' ^' ^^- -P-sentattes seff!

sarcasm— if you will name a sum—"
Whatf

a2T ;'

V,""''
^^^J

^^^ ''»™P "°^ slept, steeped in thedru« .A ;,-,bor-all but the cook, who came running outof h^ tent and was thus witness of the event. Uoktagup-stream, he saw them blackly silhouetted against th!

tTe Wdgt"' ' ^'^'°" ^'°"' P'^^ °^ -arione^ruin

"Out of my way! Let go'"

he uI'hTr'^'
''""' ^""^ "'^'^ °f Molyneux-s whip, ashe lashed Bender over the face, then fell to flogging hishorses. But stinging pain freed in the giant those bull-

o°^er' veTrs'T .''' "^'^ '"'" """^ °' ^"^ --P " "

d owned th.
""^ °"'.^'^''' '''^ P'""Si"? beasts

UnaWe t„ t T\ '°^' '" *''""'^^'" °^ '™n ^oofs.

elon^te^ h H
•"' '^P' "'^y ^eared-their smooth,elongated bodies conveying to the cook an odd impres-
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»on of slugs reaching upward through moonlit dew-
then, stooping quickly under the nigh beast, the mad
giant took its full weight on his shoulder and with a

mighty heave sent team and rig crashing sideways off

the bridge.

A quick leap saved Molyneux—for the moment. All

through the action had moved with Idnetoscopic quick-

ness,- and it accelerated so that the cook could scarcely

establish its sequence. Like an angry bull. Bender shook

the hair from his eyes; then, as he rushed, came a re-

port; a puS of smoke curled bluely up from Molyneux's

hand; the giant thudded at length on thfi bridge. Fol-

lowed a yell, a piercing cry suitable to the animal after

which the Cougar was named. As Bender fell, he rushed.

The pistol spoke again. While the cook was running

twenty yards, a black, furious tangle writhed over the

bridge, and as he came darting out from behind a bunch

of willow scrub he saw that it was gone. Bender lay

alone under the moonlight.

Now this was the cook of a lumber-camp, equivalent

to saying that he was a man of parts. He had cooked

on B Contract, Superior Construction Division of the

Trunk Line, and so had seen a liberal sprinkUng of his

grumblers go into the dump—a grisly foundation for

track, surely yet what better could the builders of the

road desire than to be cradled under the ties and sleep,

sleep, sleep, to the thundering lullaby of the fast ex-

press ? Which intimacy with the pale terror is responsi-

ble for his prompt action in these unusual premises.

Molyneux's bullet had merely grazed Bender's temple.

He rose, staggering, as the cook made the bridge, and,

seeing that he was too sick and dizzy to handle the

situation, the latter took it into his own able hands.

As before mentioned, a drive camp sleeps in its boots,
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and the shots had brought a score out from their sleepon a hunt for causes. "Man drove offen the bridgei"
he yelled. "An' Cougar went after him! Theyvl bothunder the dnve! Scatter down-stream an" ski^ youreyes for bubbles!" '

Thus, on the spur of the moment, the cook wrote

for aKhrr"*""' P"!"'"^' '' *^^ "'^ °f •'-torJ:for after the dnve once closed serried ranks over thestrugghng men. they were never seen again so none

later thf "f '"
°F°^'"^

''>^°^- Wl'-- a f- d"later the water was drawn off at the first dam, the hor4floated out on the shallows. But the men-.? The Zrearned them to its secret places; buried them in s"me

fn"ubuTo'f°V°'''
'"'^ '' '^^*- °"^ °f ^'« PaslnslX

That nl^ /
generat:ons-the other from his pain.That night, If such thmgs be, the Cougar was joined

h[r'-iiu/S'°^
"^^'^'' '° '''''''' ^-'^^s^s
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PERSECUTION

YES, the cook made history, tor though the event

furnished gossip for the ninety days which, on the

lonely frontier, corresponds with the world's nine days'

wonder, his story was never questioned. The truth lay

buried between him and Bender, and if either visited

her grave, it was never in company with the other.

Up to the time that delirium tremens removed the

cook from the snows of a Rocky Mountain camp to

a sphere where pots are said to boil with or without

watching, Bender never knew just how much or little

he really knew.

To others the event appeared under varying com-

plexions. Helen and Jenny were shocked at Molyneux's

death, the latter without astonishment, though her firm

belief that sin had at last received its full wage was

without trace of malignance; both were sorrier than

they had any right to be; and both mourned the

Cougar. As for the settlers, they regarded the affair

rather in the light of a special dispensation of Provi-

dence. Flocking to the auction of Molyneux's effects a

month later, they caballed against high bidding, paid

for chattels they bought at ridiculous prices in long-

time notes, for that was the " Black Year," and through-

out Manitoba nothing could be sold for cash.

Poverty, sociologists tell us, is the mother of crime,

and as those hard times subsequently influenced the
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ticaUy bankrupt. The frost "f h^ '^- "^^ ^''"'

left the wheat useless and hi . Pr«<=«^"g faU had
provincial govemme„; Z^ °' !"^ ^^'^^ ^^at the

free seed, nota™ of
p^.-"'^"'*,'^^"'^ distributed

that year The seriolnl^ " 7°"'^^ ^""^^ ^^^^ sown
by th'e legisi;t?s r"e "ac loV"'"

"^^-'^ ^^"^^^
emption law that p4Sv excL h 'n""'/"^

^" ^^-

goods and chattels Lm legSLrecS Th
" '"' "'*

but in that it was not nnrV ij u
This was good.

it benefited onrt^'l^Z^Ts ^:, Tefth"*"-"-*'-.who had spent their \ittu =ii
" " ^^^ pioneers,

stm liable foWirrlld^TcS "^ ''' -"-^'

debtedness. and whereas cre^'^f, ^i'l"^'^
'°"« '»-

successive lean seasonT^n ht chLcfof 'l' "'f
""^

road and bumper crop, now that the t ^^"* ™'-
its very future was trembUng i„ the balanT

'^
',

''"'"*•

men and store-keepers raced ^thtwf.= '">Plement.

locks to grab wha? they couU f^omThT'"'"u"'-
^"^y-

spring the sheriff nf Rrl a
^^^ ^^<=''- That

thecountyside nLnHh^"."
^"^ '^' "^"^'^^t man i„

executionSciostes brol'/'^."''''
'°^"^ summonses,

of the law they hrSeJ fhf r °^''*^''""<^- Solves
of the brilliant emS o„ pamJhTr'

'"' ''^ "P*'"^^-"
merged beneath in^ypZ^^^ IZIt '""'T'^'

^"''

coupled with idleness wT t
•^" "^""^^^ t^^at—

season that Gave" feared h.T
°^ '"''":i^.'f' '" '^^ ^'^<=k

-small wonder that some ofr" '"''''"? ^"'' ''^y'"^

conditions should b! ven^d^VpoVnTn
''^' ''^ ^^^"^

PoSL as ShTnfnfco'nT f1 '" ^" "comfortable

spleen and ^^^Z^Z^^:^^^^-
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erly been discharged. And looking back, one may see

the storm gathering over her fair head, observing in

its approach all of the natural phenomena: first the cold

wind, social disfavor, the whispers; next, heavy drops

thudding in the dust, the snubs and slights; lastly,

thunder, lightning, rain, dovmright persecution.

The whispers, of course, she did not hear, but she could

not overlook the difference in trail greetings, which

were either fa- oo warm or much too cool, according

to the years and disposition of the greeter. Coldness

was ( J'iurable, but the rude stares, conscious laughter

of tht younger boors often caused her to fly the hot

colors of angry shame. Yet even this hurt less than

the sudden, shy suspicion of her pupils. Whereas they

were wont to hang upon her skirts, they now held aloof

in play hours, and ran straight home from school.

"Mother says I'm not to walk with you any more,"

one tot explained her haste. How that stung! Having

only the faintest of ideas, little more than a suspicion

of the strength and nature of this uncomfortable prej-

udice, she resented it as bitter injustice, and held a

proud head until a thing happened that almost broke

her spirit.

Of all the settler women, Ruth Murchison was the one

girl with whom Helen had been, or could be, on any-

thing like terms of intimacy. Quiet and thoughtful,

Ruth had gone through the English common schools,

and had taken the Junior Oxford Examination, to which

passable education a taste for good reading had formed

a further bond. Wherefore Helen was delighted when,

one day, news drifted into the post-office that Ruth was

to be married to the Probationer, the young minister

who preached Morrill's funeral sermon.

Borrowing a beast from Glaves, she rode north one

evening to i ffer congratulations, and as the Murchisons
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lived several miles north of Silver Creek Valley nieht
fell while she still lacked half a mile of the homestead,
from that distance the windows' yellow blaze advised
of fuss and busy preparation. Drawing nearer, voices,
laughter, the whir of an egg-beater, clatter of cooking,
gear came down the trail merrily freighting the dusk.
Infected by ;he cheer, she gave a shrill halloa, sp-irred
to a gallop, and drew in at the door with a cla • of
hoofs.

"Ruth! Oh, Ruth!" she called. "Ruth-yl"
Instantly the voices hushed, then, after an uncom-

fortable pause, she heard Mrs. Murchison say, in thin
constrained tones, "Mrs. Carter is out there, father " '

Followed a shuffling, and the door opened revealine
Murchison framed in yellow light. Stout, robust ruddy
with that mottled-beef Englisii complexion, he came of
that stout yeoman stock whose twanging long-bows
sounded France's knell at Crecy and Poitiers, of that rich
blood the slow drainage of which to her colonies has left
England flabby, ensmic, flaccid. He had not wished to
leave, but the motherland had become industrial with-
out further place for her yeoman. Over fields that
were ennched by the tilth of thirty Murchison genera-
tions, a thousand factories were depositing soot and
bhghting acids. American wheat and beeves had wiped
out profits, while enormous rents ate up the farmer's
substance. So Murchison. England's best, had become
partner in exile with the remittance-men, her worst
Undoubtedly, there was no symptom of remittance weak-
ness in the scowl he turned on Helen.
Behind him Helen could see Ruth, red and embar-

rassed, hanging her head over the egg-beater. A half-
dozen girls and neighboring women, who had come in
to help in the baking and brewing, were exchanging
meaning glances across the table.
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"Ruth? She's well," Murchison answered her ques-
tion.

She knew what to expect now, but nerved herself to

face the situation. "Can't I see her?"
"No."
"Why?"
"Because she don't run with your kind."
"Oh, Mr. MurchisonI"
He felt the heart sickness, yet glowered relentlessly,

for it had been the habit of his forebears to thrash their

women into good behavior. He itched to do it now for

the good of her soul, but, lacking the power, he growled:
"If you don't like it—keep better company."
If he had been alone, she would undoubtedly have

challenged his reproach and, while clearing herself in

his eyes, have turned away future trouble. But a
titter from within fired her pride. "Very well, please

give her my congratulations." And turning she rode
away.

Good-hearted as rough, Murchison stared after, strick-

en with sudden compunction. He knew that she must
have intended to stay the night, and here she was a
timorous woman riding out into the darkness. " Here!"
he shouted. "Come back!"

But she held on, eyes snapping, cheeks aflame, throat
convulsed under the strain of suppressing imminent
hysteria. Beyond earshot she broke down, venting her
injured loneliness in broken speech between bursts of

sobbing. "They hate—me. Condemn me—because

—

my husband left me. It wasn't my—fault—that is,

altogether." She hastily corrected herself. "Of course

—I failed him. But I was—sorry—would have done
better—if he had—given me a chance. He's so stem

—

and stiff
—

" She would not even let this undoubted
truth pass unmodified. "But then— he thought I
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didn't-love him. Perhaps I didn't-then. I was a

r?he H
^^^-^-'/do!" She stretched w Id r^msto the darkness. "I do! I do! I doi" B,7t Vh»

velvet night returned nothing to her embrace and T.cdlapsed, sobbing, upon the p'ony's neck 1 «, The Sydid her good, tided over hysteria, composed and auLte^her so that she was able to meet the t^niste.^s glance o1spectac ed inquiry as she entered the cabin

fnrZr'L''^ ^f ^' ™"°="y '"''=^^'1 in his glancefor besides the cash and educational prestige whfch she

foAerTelfVtt ?''", J'"™^ ^'^^ ^^ ^o ££lor nerselt. The frost and gnzzle of fifty winters thawert

Whi.'^Jow.S.t'^aUr" ""'" ''-'-' ^ -^
Metaphorically, she did. indeed, devour the articleand «rhue she read the trustee watched with s^methina

otZm th:?""'r:*
'""^ '°^^'^ tide thrs

c"eamT?o th . ^\^u'
"*=*• ^"'^ ''^^^d her palecreams to the roots of her hair. He had ample oooortunity for study as the article was long Just then

the iSr St oft' '1- ^"™" "' -™P^tifio„Xus5tne interest of the entire province, and some enterorisin^scnbe had risen to the opportunity afforded bXStwest of the general manager of the trunk line, to int^!

c eLt'tr" T ^"'^"'^ ^'^*'°" °f "^'^ road in p^cee^ngs to condemn a crossing of its right of waTTime, however, had not abated one iota of the manrger s sphinx ike quality. While affable, he had deZed
hd no?"

"^''~^'! P°'''-^. ^^^arking that his companyhd not cross bndges before thev were built." Inter

remTrk CarilTd"^°"
the significance of the afo^e^d

hnrneon^ ^f ^'"'"'"'^ *° °P^"'°" ^^^ the trunk-hne people would not oppose the crossing, and therebyhad provoked a flaming editorial upon his artles^^^
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"If the people behind Mr. Carter imagine that the
greediest monopoly in history will loose its grip on this
provmce till the law's crowbar pries off its fingeto one
by one, they are mi^lnily mistaken," the editor hotly
declared. "Forewarned is forearmed, and we hereby
present them, gratis, with this piece of information—
whilvj they arc running their grades in peaceful confi-
dence that will be most appropriate in the innocent
age when lion and lamb lie down together, the monopoly
is gathering men and means, preparing to crush their
enterprise by force should the crooked enginery of the
law fail its purpose. Why else have five hundred extra
men been distributed among the sections on either side
of the proposed crossing? Why does a gravel-train
stand there permanently across the proposed right of
way ? Soon Mr. Carter will receive unmistakable answer
to these questions."

"He's dead right there, that editor man," the trustee
said when, all rosy red, Helen looked up from her read-
ing. "Old Brass-Bowels was born with a nateral in-
sight into the nater of a dead cinch."
"But won't the law support my "—she paused, then

proudly finished—"ray husband? Can't he compel a
crossing?"

"The law?" Sniffing, Jimmy Indicated the legal
patchwork on the wall with a comprehensive sweep of
his pipe. "The law said as I was to pay them, but did
I? Humph I"

"But they'll hardly dare to fly in the face of the
provmce ? Public opinion is a great moral force." She
quoted a sentence from the editorial with gusto.

"Yes, but 'tain't much of a club. Did you ever see
one of m> hawgs stan' aside, even when he was full, to
let anothf r have a go at the trough ? Not till I hit him
on the snout. Well, they ain't agoin' to cross the
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Jl^^^'\- "" '^y" ^'atcd widely. "Wouldn't ,compet.ng hne benefit you-all of the province'

"

I a!l°f
^"^' ^' ''^"''^'^'^ ^" f^"-" half-shut eyes "Oh

gates
'
As fcr

"' '° "'^" °" ^'°''^ *'''« ^''l'^ °''"e pearly

he^ I^
f°^ ™y/^asons. they ain't a mile away from

th'deLnsrs X^' '°° '""^'^™ ^- a «an
Touched and very much flushed as to the face hv

shoofhr held "'.''''
J^"P^'''>'' '^^ RcLonry'e^

baiX-rhal^^^^^^^^^^^
She^ made, however, small headway agai^n^hisS
"Well that's the way I see it. By-the-wav " Hp nH^

m sS'Th:''
' '''T'r ^°^ f-ther'Lr^m'en; "d£

F?;:^^ v-rnf r o'tTL'':hrr-°^'"
'^^

When old man Cummings'hits^rto hisS:""^
"^^"^

<!?,» * J P' ^* '^"^'^ ^'^ s smcere. As for him—"She turned a severe eye on her husband. "WlTjet

ged Ir;LTro7n;Lr?!!.ran°^eS^7 r''^
^W-

« Is It. I Ike something solider. Give me olentv tnea
.
a pxpe by a warm fire, an' something^o r ad ^^an'III sgn away my harp an' crown." Ignoring his 'be?

SS' l^sw'
'''''

'^%r''^
"°* '-k th! fire henmshed. Shes gomg. Wouldn't miss a meeting
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Kedn't keep her away with a club. So if you'd aUke to

see some fun
—

"

"If 'twas jes' out of curiosity I'd ask her to stay at

home," his wife interrupted. "But she's not that kind,

an' I'll be glad to take her."

"If you will?" Helen assented, and so, returning to

the analogy, placed herself directly beneath the leaden

belly of the lowering storm.
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DENUNCIATION

A MOLTEN sun was smouldering in the ashes ofday when, the following evening, Helen with Mrs

^'^Z^T T '° '^' «°^P'='-'^"'- i' stiUlaTkedSfan hour of raeetmg-time. so, while her companion joined

IJ.tT'',
--vals who were passing time by holS a

a^wltl'Tfh
"'"''• "''" "°»^"«'^ '" the buckbofrdand watched the sunset, observed herself by a group ofremittance-men and a scattering of settler youThs whosprawled near by on the grass.

thf!.*^*"^^' '?^ ^'^^'^^'y «^^ them; had eyes only forthe ruby sun that stained the prairies with amte^ ^!
cand^cences. the ribbed glories of the fiery clou^p,".am that seemed to uphold the darkling vault above Asthe orb shd into his blankets of rose and gold shy starspeeped down at the violet shadows that frawed ^slowlyup the slopes and knolls; over all fell the hush of eveni^;

fin;t\,T °T r *i^
«°"'""ts when the Riddle of In-fimty, Puzzles of Time, Space, Eternity appear as con-crete though unthinkable realities; Jeigh dow^ and

AEtlV°t\r'^ " ^'^"^^ °^ its insignificance
Against the black-blue vault the stars loomed as worids-she could see beyond, around them. Through vastvoids planets were rushing on their courses; suns with

r^ w/^*T' '^"2 °" measured arcs obedient

o^hlhush-*
*^ "'"°'"' 1"^™'°"^ Pl^°t stole out
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- Poor crawling Worm cf Zutb,
A Child of Sin am I—"

I iiii ; *
Wi-

lt was an honest attempt at the riddle, but its In-
congruity, futile insufficiency caused her to shrug with
sudden annoyance. She wondered if, somewhere in
planetary space, other "pinches of sentient dust" were
equally affliLoed with a sense of their central importance
in the sc'vme of things. The apologetic whine spoiled
the ; ,.' set; alie impatiently turned to watch the arrivals—

•
l?t v/agons, buck-boards, horsemen—that were stream-

ing in on every trail.

"How are you, Mrs. Carter?"
It was Danvers, Molyneux's old pupil. An honest

lad and merry, she always liked him, and now made him
welcome to the seat beside her, and laughed at his fire
of chaff. Indicating Cummings, whose ovine expression
had sustained no diminution since the day he bearded
the general manager, he remarked: "lie's great, Mrs.
Carter; puts it all over Heiuy Irving. And there's the
sky pilotl What a Jovelike port!"

There was, of course, little wit and less humor in his
chaff, but his intentions were honorable, so, ignoring the
sour looks of the arriving settlers, she gave him smiling
attention up to t le moment they entered the tent to-
gether, and so prepared the way for what followed. For
though, going in, she left levity without, her modest and
devout bearing could not mitigate her offence in allying
herself with the English Ishmael. It was aggravated,
moreover, by her remaining with him in close proximity
to the remittance crowd on the back benches. There-
after nothing could save her; she remained a target for
sour glances throughout the service.

This was on the usual pattern—rousing hymns, prayer,
testimony, and exhortation— then v.'hen groans and
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ejaculations testified to the KniriK.ni .
evangelist, a.tout man of buT"ke1 .7'^'''"'f '

""=

cut off yards of the " undyinJ w^m " '

f'^'^'^'"^
'»

bushels of the "fire that qTenSn^t-tr th
"'"'"'••=

of such as refused to vip«r f h . ,
"^ ""^ P°^*'°"

through aught but hsoTwiXSr °' '"""">'

fts discourse, indeed, bristird Sth th
^ spectacles,

which, while entirely devoid of ^1 "^^ ^*"' *^'»''

nently conducive of r^nl" I
""'''"'"?• are still emi-

were^he rZ:Zot^iZZ's':oUH '"^f
''^ ^"^°"'

Probationer, a thoughtful VnuTr n
5^^"'^'= °' '^e

mon-sense could be deoend.H^
°'" ^^"^^ '"«''= ^°'"-

enjotion fro. i'jr^:SfZ'Z^:^!r''' -"^-

the'-SS^SThrverT^''' '^-««"=' P-d

huge, dark bird as he nwrj\u '^ P'^ '''''' s°me
launching his fie^ nerioH '

"''=«"="^d. thundered,

'amens"rdSleluTh,"°"A\^°''"'"8 wave o

heaven and hell into ht, -^^^^ ^'="' °n- Pointing

andexclaniSsSwin JoTuLir; °'/^'"^^' '='«'''

through the audieL, ^^"d StTer' Sfh^^
feehng pulsed

to scoff, exchanged uieasv fl.ll ^ .' ^^° ^""^ '^°™'=

sure sign of a cflHtlptdr °" ^'^ '^^^'^ ''^"^'>«-

hi:^d:^:h:'^S's:^^™-%-"edi„

aTwTo^tTot'^tffihVr P^^^^oM revival trick Ldo„.wv\^°'''^ J""' '° ^tand, an
For, as before sS? the ^atT' " ""^^^' '"™^<^-

with the leprosv nf'.ln .
"^ "°' y*"' ""fected

»4I
'^
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to yield up penitents. One by one the settler youths

were gathered into the mourning bench, until at last

Helen stood alone with the Englishmen.

"Come ye! Come ye to the Lord!" The preacher

pleaded, but, haughty and coldly constrained, the re-

mittance-men ignored the invitation; and so, for the

space of a thunderous hymn of praise, gnostic civiUza-

tion and the fervid frontier faced each other across

the middle benches. From that dramatic setting any-

thing might come. Moment, feeling, atmosphere, all

pointed to the event that came to pass as the hymn

died. . . . -

Leaping upon a bench, and so adding its height to

unusual tallness, a woman pointed a warning hand at

the unbelievers. Thin, family-worn, and naturally ca-

daverously yellow, she was now flushed with the fever

of delirium. "In that day," she screeched, "the Tares

shall be separated from the Wheat and cast with the

grass into the oven!" Then, while her finger indicated

mail after man, she raised the grewsome hymn:

"•I heard the Sinners Wailing, Wailing, 'Wailing, ^

I heard the Sinners Wailing on that Great DayP'

Travelling around the benches, her skinny finger

finally fastened on Helen, and, as the lugubrious refrain

came to an end, she burst forth in tremendous para-

phrase: "Beware ye of the Scarlet Woman! Avoid ye,

for her portals lead down to Death; her feet take hold of

Hell!"
. ^ .

The silence of paralysis followed. So still it was that

a mosquito's thin whine soimded through the tent, the

tinkle of a cow-bell came in from far pastures, a dog

could be heard barking a long way off. Swinging from

the tent-pole, a circle of lanterns lit dark, flushed faces,

and thus, for the space of a long breath, Helen faced
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Sth^fo' •*'?," °"' e'°^«"n?. malignant, the other pale

Su^d O^tl • "f"'^ •'l!''^"^"'-
She was not

^mri^il ?
contrary, thought and vision were

t^e S.^ '^'^^':' ,^h^"°ted Mrs. Glaves-s shocked look,

presS ^°
' ^''''' '^' E"S"^''«en's Wank e^:

r..T' J^f better go. May I drive home, Mrs. Carter.?"

TZVl'T'u'''- '^' ^°°''*- '°'' to the situation,

her S^pty;
""^ "°"^ ^^* '^^"^^^ *° «-^ -. - <iid

"After the service is over."
It was defiance as weU as answer, and as she threw

LZ *''r!°'^^"°S ^ace of the -ngregation. her glance
fixed on the evangehst who, till then, had stood, mouth
open, hand arrested nudway of a gesture a bearded
spectacled effigy of ridiculous surpriL. Stkrting uS
her pale scon, he flushed, looked for a second throughshimng bewildered glasses, then strode forward and
seized the virago's arm.

"Sister, sister! Judge not that ye be not judged!"Then himself again, he swept a pudgy hand over thebenches. 'Sit down, all! Brother Cummings will lead
in prayer." ^

It mercifully happens that sudden calamity carries
Its own anaesthetic in that it blinds, confuses, destroys
feehng, numbs the faculties that ought to register its
importance. Under Helen's unnatural calmness she
was dimly conscious of a sick excitement, but this was
unre ated with her thought. She saw and sensed as
usual; was aware of curious backward glances the
sympathy of the Englishmen at her side; heard every
word of Cummings's sputtering prayer, the following
hymn and benediction; only her mind refused commerce
with these things. Divorced from the present, it jug-
gled the terms of an equation in that day's lesson up

243



THE SETTLER

to the moment that the remittance-men came crowding

about Danvers' rig after the meeting.

Aside from their looseness and general inefficiency, the

lads were brave enough, and though some of them

had won or lost bets on her reputation, winners were

no more eager than losers to avenge the insult that

had been provoked by her association with them-

selves.

"Just say the word, Mrs. Carter," Danvers pleaded,

"and we'll Uck the crowd."

"And put a head on the preacher," young Poole

added, sinfully licking his chops.

From the darkness that enveloped the press of rigs

and wagons rose jeering voices, sneers, laughter, the

conscious cackle of scandal. Several times she heard

her own name. There was provocation and to spare,

but though a word would have started a racial riot,

she desired only solitude, to flutter home hke a wound-

ed bird to its nest.

"No, no!" she answered them. "Take me home!

Only take me home!"
Arrived there, she fiew to her own room leaving

Danvers to enlighten the trustee. Lying face down on

her bed, she heard the rumble of their conversation,

Jimmy's violent reflections upon revivals particular and

general, his wife's whimpering protests when she re-

turned. His growl extended far into the night, and

when it was finally extinguished by a robust snoring,

the girl was afflicted v.-ith a sense of lost companionship;

thereafter she had to suffer it out by herself.

There would be more pain than profit in describing

her reflections, agonizings. Sufficient to know that a

knife in the breast hurts a woman less than a stab at

her reputation, and her thought was none the sweeter

for the knowledge that she had drawn the blow by giv-
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luttn ^J'fStuth '!'" '""^''^"^^ "''"^ »>- --

h^; in' h": SS.^^^^^^ ^ ^^^^ ^-^ - ^^ p"'dS
shf°LH^

knew the difficulty, impossibility of the taskshe had marked out for herself. Of Scotch descent

reTo^d Zit' tt, "T-^'"""- -'--tnthrsremtorced in the settlers bitter morality, racial hatredhe condemnation of sin. With them th; offence of 'he

rlSo'n "T/"'*'^''
"P°" '''' '^'^"'l^™ t° the fourth g Jeration. It was remembered, for instance aeainst Dnn

'^.^fV'^^*
Ws great-grandfkther had dl'd fiuLa?d'and the fact had limited his choice of a w fe th^ dau^h

'

ers of Hector MacCloud took inferior husbands because"their grandmother had been born on the easy side ofTheknot. Handing such cold charity around^mong themelves, what mercy were they likely to extend to thesuspected stranger within their gates? Jimmy was stSwagging his head when, half an hour lateHhe ftobationer r;ined in at the end of the garden
Heanng of the scandal on the Lone Tree trail the" 24?
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young man had turned aside to express his sorrow, and
now listened patiently while the trustee drew invidious
parallels between the religious movement then proceed-
ing and his own misfit horticulture. "You see them?"
Removing his pipe from between his teeth, he waved it

at some half-dozen straggling apple-shoots. " Hardiest
variety of Siberian crabs. Professor a;, the gove'nment
experimental station warranted 'em to grow at the north
pole. Remind me of yoi',:- revival, they do."
"Why? Don't they grow?" The Probationer

smiled.

"Grow? 1 should swan! four feet every summer, an'
freeze off to the roots every winter—^jes' like your con-
verts. Get all het up at meetings, blossom with grace,

then comes the backsliding, the frost, an' nips the leaf-

age. Where's the sense of it ?"

Now the Probationer had his own doubts. Having
turned a prentice hand at revival work, he was pain-
fully familiar with its characteristic phenomena—first,

hot enthusiasm, slow cooling, obstinate adherence to
the form after the spirit has fled, finally the reaction
which would le .vi, his people less charitable, not quite
so kindly, a little poorer in the things which make for

the kingdom of Christ on earth. He had tried to be a
real shepherd to his flock—^to upraise by precept, exam-
ple, counsel, and admonition. Avoiding dogma, he had
brought them together irrespective of cult and creed
on the broad basis of love and a. common humanity,
and just when he was beginning to expect fruit from
that liberal sowing, this bitter theologian, the revivalist,

had"been loosed upon him. And this was first fruit of

his work!

Jimmy's illustration coincided exactly with his own
experience, yet fealty to his Church demanded some
sort of defence. "Isn't an annual growth better than
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none?" he asked "The green shoots certainly imorovethe appearance of your garden " ^ improve

Jimmy blew a derisive cloud over the few cabbagestwo sickly cauliflowers, a bed of onions salvage fro^"won^ and spring frost of half an acre^ planliT ''Z
IZ ^ f*

'f-'"^'^-
°"^ ^"'^"d oabbrgeTs lirth an

Za n 'I"'
'.^P''"^'= ^ ^''^^rf"' ^'""" discountrihun"dred puckered saints. I'm scairt as the black knot Wgot inter that orchard o' youm. sir?"

°* ''^

"Weiril?i/°'" ^}^ y°""S ^^"°'' «^dly agreed,well, I must try and prune it out."
/ s "•

"An'h.^^'^'-.t.^'jf ^""^k
J'°™y Sri'^y commented.An begin with Betsy Rodd."

Sorrowing, the Probationer drove on to the school

Sr V7 r'?
^°""^ '"'^y ^"^-^™d his can at the

tZlr,A ' ° '"."''^'"^ ^'^^"^ •" "nder the porch

aSn„? ^-T'" f°"* ''^ ^°''^«" h^^d. creating anamiferous -mmbus for her shapely figure. Standinghere, so cold and pale, she might have passed for fsta ue of purity, and the Probationer, being yoMg and

shoulTr^T": ^"^'^ ^"«^«^<^- wonder'edTa?:^?
should have dared to doubt her. Thawing when hementioned Ruth, she froze again as soon as he touched
apologetically, upon the event of the night before!

wo«M h! w? "">.' ^^^^ °^ '=°'^"'°" 'Charity, theywould be better without it." she answered his apologyand turned but a cold ear to his plea for his peopkThey were altogether subject to emotion, incapable
of a reasoned rule of life." he said. "With the fearof God removed from their hearts, they would drop
to unmentionable levels, to say nothing of the hope
and^consolation religion brought to sweeten their hard

But he made Httle headway. "I don't doubt they
are not quite so bad as they would like to be. But
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there, let us drop the subject. Won't you come in and
examine the children?"

From this conversation it will be seen that her re-
solve to "live it down" was not exactly founded upon
grounds that would appeal to a professor of ethics; yet
her attitude was very natural, and not so deplorable as
would at first appear. Was she so much to blame?
Hardness breeds hardness, opposition its like. Fire
flies from the impact of rock and iron. Always like
begets like, heredity applies to mental forces. More-
over, injured pride has stiffened more weak spines and
given better results than the command to turn the
other cheek; the desire to "show people" lies at the
root of many a bravery. Lastly, once rehabilitated
socially, softness comes later to the injured member,
increasing in ratio to the respect of his or her com-
munity. And so it would have been with Helen—
with a different people.
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THE CHARIVARI

OTRADDLING a log in his dooryard, the trusteePwl^sted softly while he whittled a.^d shapTd^pair of b.reh crooks into the ox-collars that, wi"h tracechains are preferred in the northland to the old fash-ioned bows and yoke. The revival was over Af er

oZZ^r.- ''°"^-*? '°"=^ '"^^ '"^^^«^. mumps, orother dark disease, infecting men on trail, by fires deat the plough-tail with the prejudice he staled re5„
the evangelist had reported so many head of "saved^' to

^therT^r- '':" r '^"'^ '^°°^''' '^^ ^ Plague uponother settlenients leaving the Probationer to repair asbest he might, his ravages in this. Now, two we^ks
later, sytnptoms in Silver Creek indicated a quicTre!covery; extra meetings had altogether ceased, bi-weekfv
prayer-meetings languished, remarks at the ploulh taUshowed signs of former vigor; the sweat andlabor o

and with It danger for Helen. For while the religious

the settler mind tongues would be the sharper, preju-dice the keener for the rest. It was but a lull in the

tSer ''"''' '^^' ^°"°"^ '^' '^"^ fl^>> -"d ^^ash °1

on the wind, the impression being formed on many
349
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small significances—looks, nods, winks, and whispered
asides at "bees" and "raisings." More important: his
cabin, which, as post-office, had been a social focus, centre
of news and gossip, a place to linger and chat, had of
late been almost deserted. Calling for their mail, his
neighbors departed with the shortest of salutations.
So, having had a gray eye on trouble through all, he
was not surprised when she presently appeared between
Shinn and Hines in the latter's buck-board. Indeed, his
comment while they were still a hundred yards away
signified profound distrust. "Gummed if the coyotes
ain't running in packs this weather." His beetling
brows, moreover, drew a grizzled line across his hawk
nose when the two reined in opposite; he glared sus-
piciously while Hines glibly discoursed on crops, weather
the ox-collars; nor hesitated to interrupt and reach for
trouble's forelock.

"Crops is fair to middling, nothing wrong with the
hay, the crooks is for Flynn—now, what is it.?"

Hines blinked and looked silly, but the check worked
oppositely on Shinn. Of that gaunt, raw-boned, back-
woods type produced by generations of ineffable hard-
ship and slavish labor, he stood over six feet, and
combined great strength with mean ferocity and uncon-
trollable passion. Hi'i huge mouth twitched feverishly
as he answered, "Sence you're so pressing— it's the
talk through the settlement that we orter have a new
teacher."

„
'"

V'^P'^'" *^™"* <=°"'<1 n°t convey greater contemptHam t you got a teacher ?"

"Yes, but it's agreed that she ain't quite the sort to
put over innercent children."

This time the trustee snorted, "Might infect them
brats o youm with her sweet manners, eh ?"

Shinn flushed dully under his yellow skin. "That or
2 SO
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something else. Anyway, every one's agreed that she's

"Who's everybody?"

Jr^T'V'^'^ ^' ""^ P'^""-" R«<=°vering. Hines
backed up his partner.

ThoI\'/ !'T ^- ^^"^ °^ ''• """^^ F'y"° there?
Thought not; he ain't much of a mixer. Didn't ask me
cua you? '

Hines shuffled uneasily. " 'Twas held after a prayer-meetmg—you might ha' been there "

"Prayer-meeting, eh? Real Christian, wasn't it totry and take the bread out of a good girl's mouth?"
'

Good T

At Hines's sneer the trustee rose, hand gripping hardon a heavy crook, eyes one gray glare under ragged browstemple veins ndged and swollen. " I said 'good '"
On the frontier a man must usually furnish material

fmm n^lTT' ^"' ^}^^'^ ^'^ exceptions from whomimminent fearlessness distils as an exhalation affecting
all who come within its atmosphere. Carter was sucha one; Glaves another. Though neither had found it

mentis: '°.
',!"f'''

^°.°'^" "^^'''''^'y -^"""g '^e settle-ment s short history their ability to do so was never at

nf tT ?; f'""^
*.''" ''''"'" °f °"«' "^'bbed sarcasm

of the other, danger lay so close to the surface that it was
always felt, could never be quite forgotten. Indeed, asregards Glaves, the feeling took form in the opinion
often dehvered when the qualities of men were under
d. cussion--If the old man ever g.te started, some one
will earn a quick funeral." Now Hines quailed, andeven the truculent Shinn observed silence

CJlaring on the shrinking Hines, the trustee went on-
rvover forgot how Carter bluffed you out on that hay

business did you? An' as you wasn't man enou.h to
g.

.

back at him, you 'lowed to take it out of his wife?
251
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Well, you ain't going to. You kin go back an' tell them
that sent you that so long as Flynn an' me sit on the
board she 11 teach this school."

"That," Shinn retorted, "would be till nex' election
but she won't stay that long. Sence you're so stiff
about It, Glaves, let me tell you that you kain't fly in
the face of this settlement. You may be big wolf but
there's others in the pack. If she's here at the end of
the month— there'll be something doing." Nodding
evilly, he drove on, leaving the trustee to puzzle over his
meaning as he shaped and polished the crooks.

"Bluffing, I reckon," he concluded, and that, also
was the opinion of Flynn, to whom he carried his doubts
that evening.

"There'll be no way for thim spalpeens to fire us av
the boord?" Flynn queried. "No? Phwat about an
opposhition school.'"

''Agin the law to build one in this township."
'Thin 'tis all out av the big mouth av Shinn. Thalk

an' nothing more."
'

Both were confirmed in their opinion when the month
drew to a peaceful, if hot, end. Tricked out in various
green, woods and prairies slumbered or sighed restlessly
under torrid heat that extracted their essential essences
weighting the heavy air with intense odors of curing
grasses. There was nothing to indicate that the virulent
tide of spleen was ready to burst its banks. Knowing
that another week would bring on haying, with its atten-
dant wars to provide an outlet for feeling, neither trustee
anticipated the event which occurred at the full of the
moon.
Though the storm broke around Glaves's cabin, Flynn

received immediate notice. In pleasant weather he and
his wife would sit on their doorstep after the children
were in bed, to enjoy the quiet hour while the peace and

aS2
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cool channed away the cares of the day: and this nieht
was particularly beautiful. Over dewlit plains the moon
empti.M a flood of silver and polished the slough beyond
the dooryard till it shone like burnished steel. Rolline
off and away under that tender light, the huge earth
waves seemed to heave, swell, sigh as a lover's bosom
under the sweet eyes of his mistress, while from the
corrals near by issued the heavy breathing of contented
kine. Always music in the ears of a fanner, it stimulated
Flynn, set him planning for the future ; but he had hardly
touched on next year's increase before Mrs. Flynn seized
his arm. '

"Phwat's that?"
At first Flynn thought that Glaves was "doggine"

stray cattle away from his grain-fields, but when the
iron note of beaten pans, gunshots, metallic thunderinir
were added to the first clash of cow-bells, he sprang ui.A charivari! At Glaves's! A spite charivari i"

"Oh, my God, Flynn!" his wife exclaimed. "That
poor girl I • She knew what that orgy of sound portend-
ed. A jest at weddings, the charivari was sometime'
used as a sin.ster weapon to express communal dislike or
punish suspicion of sin. The most terrible memory of
her girlhood was associated with a party of fiercely moral
backwoodsmen that flogged a man at her father's wagon-
tail and dragged a woman, who had offended publicmora s, naked and screaming through a field of thistles,
in Silver Creek were men who had participated in that
cruelty, forced to emigrate to escape the law. Small
wonder that she agonized under the thought. "Flynnl
flynn, man! Hurry, get your horse!"
Holding the light for him to saddle, she called after

as he rode away: "Go round be Misther Danvers'' 'Tis

ZZ. ifT'u
°"'

^u ^T ^^^y' ^'"S '^y ^""^ at noon,
himself told me that he was to have a sthag-party the
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night! They'll jump at the chance, an' fight none the
worse for a smhell av the whiskey I"

A cold, with complicationa in the shape of rheumatic
paina, sent the trustee early to bed that evening, and
Helen was sewing by the fire with Mrs. Glaves wher i nc
charivari turned loose outside. As, jumping up thjy
stood staring at one another, he shouted for them t3 'jolt

the door; and as, after complying. Helen retumea tc the
fire he came limping out, bent, warped, and twisted by
sciatica, half dressed, but grimly resolute.

"Danger?" he rasped, swinging round on his wife as
the house trembled under sudden thunder of scurrying
hoofs outside. "Listen!" And when pained lellows fol-
lowed dropping shots, he added r "Peppering the cattle.
Scairt ? Then go an' stick your fool head under a pillow.
How is it with you ?"

As a matter of fact, Helen's face was as white as the
flufify shawl from which her golden head rose like a yellow
crocus above soft spring snows; but, noting the thin, scar-
let line of her mouth, the trustee nodded his satisfaction.
"You'll do. Swing round that lounge—here, where I
can train a gun on the door. Good!" He eased his
length along it with a groan of relief. "Now hand me
the gun—no, the other." Rehanging his own long duck-
gitn upon its wooden pegs, she brought him the famous
double-barrelled Greener which, having disarranged the
lock action in trying to clean it, Danvers had left with
the trustee for repairs. "There, put out the light an'
take a look out at the window."

Pulling the curtain aside, she got full benefit of the
brazen clamor while learning something of its genesis,
for, while easily recognizable, the din of beaten pans!
cow-bells, gunshots, and yells formed only a minor ac-
companiment to a barbarous metallic roll, louder than
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a corps of beaten drums, and a discordant screech that
discounted the torment of a thousanl tortured fiddlesNow she saw two men rapidly vibrating long crosa-cut
saws back and forth against the ho.n;e. while others drewa rosmed plank to and fro across a lo^., concentrating the
discords of the world into a .ingle cxcracat!-, - no"
Uosing her ears, she took furth< r note .-f f, .

, core of dark
figures that came and went in the nv>cn; -ht teap-iw
shouting, gesticulating strangely, as tho.n^r;, rra-.fd bv
the frenzy of noise. Weird, sinister shai^c-s, t hey mov>d
massed and melted to units again as in some mad carall
val or distorted madman's dream.
The trustee pulled her skirt. '"Come awa-rl Thevmight shoot at the window."

' '

Obeying, she knelt beside him-fortunately with herback to the pane that, a few minutes later, shivered and
flew in fine rain. "Drunk!" Glaves commented; and
as a piercing cry, clever imitation of a cougar, ran? hiph
over a slight lull, he said. "That's sure Bill MacCIoud "
He gnmly added-for, besides being dissolute, the manwas a scoffer and leader against religion: "Gosh' but the
saints are keeping queer company. Bill ain't more'n a
mile way from his bottle."

After that one lull the tumult increased in loudness
and volume, and for a long half-hour Helen listened a«some soft maid of Rome may have hearkened to the din
ot both or ravaging Hun in the sacred streets of the
imperial city. To her, brought up under the shadow of
law, with Its material manifestation—a pohceman—al-ways within call, the brutal elemental passion behind that
huge, amorphous voice was very terrible. Almost equally
fearful was the sudden cessation that set the silence
singing in her ears ' ^ voiceless darkness, thick night
01 that black rooi

Touching t'c ... 8. more for the comfort of his
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presence than to draw his attention, she whispered
What now?"
Just then the door rattled under a heavy kick- a

strident voice answered her question: "Open Glaves
an send out thai— baggage " (it was a viler word)
or we 11 bum the house over your ears!"
"You will—" the trustee began, but was interrupted

by a wail from his wife in the bedroom.
"Jimmy! Oh, Jimmy, don't '.et 'em have her. They'll

duck her m the slough—mebbe drown her like they did
Jenny Ross back in Huron."

"Will you shet up!" he roared, but the man outside
had heard.

"You bet we will. She needs a little cc g."
"That's surely Mr. Shinn that's talking so fierce'"

the tiistee taunted. "Man, but you're gaining a heap
wolfish, though it did take you oome time 'o work up
to the p'mt of speech. Why didn't you take the short
cut through Bill's bottle.?" His tone suddenly alfred
from banter to such stern command that they distinctly
heard Shinn shufHe back a step from the door "Bu'-n
this house.? Get, or I'll blow the black heart out of
you!

A derisive yell rose outside, then silence fell again a
hush so complete that Helen distinctly heard the tick
of the clock, her own breathing, the chirrup of a hearth
cncket. PuUing the trustee's sleeve, she whispered

I ve brought such trouble upon you!"
"Rabbish!" he snapped. "Say that ag'in an' I'll

spank you!" But he gently patted her hand.
A minute shd by without further speech; a second

third, fourth, then she whispered, "Surely they must
have gone."

Before he could reply came a rapid beat of runnint-
feet, a sphntcring crash, an oblong of moonlight flashed
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out of the darkness at the end of the room, and quiet

^Th /?f'"- °"'y '^^ ^^"ering ram, a long^W
poked Its blunt nose over the doorsill

^'

TW*^"^ ''!t"
'^''^'" ^^'^ '"'^^'' sharply warnedThen, as a dim. crouched figure appeared between theambs. he shouted "Fair warning!" and fired: but athe figure fell back and out, a chuckling laugh driftedthrough the smoke. Shinn's coarse voicl yelld "Hisgun s smgle barrel! In, afore he kin reload!" and a blacksurging mass trampled over the dummy and filled thedoorway As aforeseen. the conclusion was justTfied-

the trustee s long gun was familiar as his face in thesettlement-and the click of Danvers' left trigger wasdrowned by a second harsh command-" Fair warning^"
The report thunderous, ear-splitting in the confined

space.cerffied to Shinn's mistake. His writhing mouthHmes s wmt^^ v.sage, the press of men in the door showedredly under the flash, then sulphurous darkness wiped out

tLJ,°f f
"\=™°'hering pall seemed to pulse v/ith

.
>fe to extend clutching fingers, horrors that were

mtensified by Mrs. Glaves's sudden burst of hystericalscreammg. Crouched behind Glaves, she listLed Tnagony to the sweanng, sharp oaths, as men tripped andstumbled over the furniture and one another Therewas no escape. They were fe-.ling for her all over theroom and through a sick horror she heard Shinn's tri-umphant yell^
"I've got her!"
A chokod -urgle, snari of rage, as Glaves fastened onto

Ills throat, explained his mistake. "Hell! has no onea match?" His strangled voice is ued from a dark
whorl, crash of splintering furniture, as t!iey swung and
staggered in that pit of gloom, -he struggle could hav,but one ending. Healthy, Giaves would have been nomatch for Shinn, and, as a match scratched, came the
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•oft thud of his body as he was thrown with brutal force
•gainst the wall.

Flaring up, the flame revealed Helen, white, trembling
Mck with that paralysis of fear that a mouse must feelm the daws of a cat. From the bedroom came the
hystencal whooping, terrible in it^ sameness. Wide-
eyed, she stared, fasanated, at Shinn, but h also was
staring at a body spread-eagled before the door, its
face turned down in a black, viscid, spreading pool. The
match went out.

"My God!" a man cned. "It's Hines!"
But Helen did not hear that or a en from outdde

warning of approaching hoofs. Throughout the frenzy
of noise, horror of darkness, suspense, ^he attack she
had carried herself bravely; but this swift death, follow-
ing on all, broke her shaken nerves, deprived hei of
consciousness.

The trustee, however, heard and saw the house vomit
Its black life, the dark figures streaming under the moon-
hght out to the bluff where the horses were tied, panic-
stncken by sudden death and uneasy memories of out-
raged law. Leanmg in his doorway, bent and bruised
he saw also Flynn and Danvers thunder by with a
score of remr«ance-men, a wild cavalcade hard on their
heels. In the Irishman's hand a neck-yoke swung with
ominous rattle of iron rings; Danvers carried a cavalry
sabre he had snatched from his wall; the others bran-
dished clubs. Looming an instant in the steam of their
sweating beastii, they shot on with a glad hurrah.

"Yoicks! Taily-ho!" young Poole shrilled as he
passed. "Sic 'em, Flynn!"
"A Flynn! A Flynn!" Danvers squeaked as Shinn

crumpled under the neck-yoke.
Wild lads, under wilder leadership, they fought— as

Mrs. Flynn had predicted—none the worse for a smell

»S8
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at the whiskey. Those of the enemy who made a slow
mounting were ridden down, fell under the clubs, or
achieved uncomfortable leaps into briers and scrub, to
be afterwards caught and drubbed, while such as es-

caped were run down and brought to bay by twos and
threes. In a running fight over miles of moonlit prairie
the grudges of years were settled; jeers, gibes, many a
cheating received payment in full, with arrears of in-

terest. Thus Cummings received from Danvers the
"boot" due on the mare that Carter once described as
being "blind, spavined, sweenied, an' old enough to
homestead," payment being slapped down upon the
spot where most pain may be inflicted w: .x least struct-

?
ural damage. In like manner Poole settled with Peter

i Rodd for a cannibalistic sow; Perceval with MacCloud,
arrears not due on a quarter-section of scrub ; Gray with
Seebach for forty bushels of heated seed wheat. Leav-
ing them to their rough auditing, the story returns with
Flynn to the cabin after the dropping of Shinn.

Aftei relighting the lamp, Glaves had carried his sore
bones back to the lounge, and when Flynn entered he
found the terrible old fellow glowering upon the dead.
His wife's hysteria had slackened to a strained sobbing,
and, answering Flynn 's question, he tartly replied: "No,
'tain't Mrs. Carter. Had her fainting - spell an' kem
to without any fuss, like a sensible girl. She's in there
•-'»nding to that old fool." Then, beetling again on the
jcad, be forecast the verdict of the sheriff's jury. " Ye'U
u-ar witness, Flynn, that this man kem to his death
throragh running into a charge of buckshot after my
winoer 'd been shot in an' door baittered down."
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REALLY believe that I ought to resign!"
When, one morning a week later, Helen delivered

herself of certain secret misgivings at breakfast, the
trustee looked up, startled, from his eggs and mush, then
proceeded to fish for motives.

"Scairt? You needn't to be. We Ve got this settle-
ment by the short hairs at last."

His rude metaphor roughly set forth the truth. With-
out ties, the bachelors of the charivari party had scatter-
ed west through the territories, while Shinn, MacCloud
and other marned men had gone into such close hiding
that the sheriff had been unai.le to subpoena one for the
inquest. But though she neither feared nor anticipated
further violence, Helen now knew that she never would
be able to live down the settlers' prejudice; and without
the children s love, parents' confidence, her day of use-
fulness was past.

Glaves snorted at this altruistic reason. "Love?
Confidence.' What's their market value.? You kedn't
hope to compete with a dollar note for the first as for
the second— Danvers hit it off exactlv when he stu.k
that sign on his stable door -'.Mo more trading here''
Now, from my p'int of view, ,t isn't a question of love
or confidence, but one of faith."

"Faith.?" she echoed.
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Nodding, he went on. "Me and PJynn backed youup—stoud by you through all, didn't we?"
' Indeed you did!" She grew rosily red under warmth

of feehng. "I shall never—"
"An- now you allow to throw us down? For Shinn

and MacCloud will shorely tell how that they scared you
an beat us out."

It was bad argument, poor ethics—a bald statement of
his gnm intention of ben ling the stubborn settlers to his
inflexible purpose. She felt, however, that it would be
still poorer ethics for her to desert and disappoint these
her .hampions, defenders. It was one of these pecul-
iar situations where any course seems wrong, and if
she chose that which seemed most human, she did it
with a mental reservation. She would resign just as
soon as she could persuade him to look at things her
way. °

"Of course I'll stay—to please you. But—"
"No 'buts,'" he interrupted. "Haying begins Mon-

day, an by fall it'll all be ol' hist'ry."
But Monday brought justification of her doubt, prov-

ing that, if cowed, the settlers were by no means con-
quered. Only the young Flynns attended school, and
the array of empty benches loomed in her troubled
vision like a huge face, vacant, mulishly obstinate as a
blank wail, vividly eloquent of the invincible determina-
tion that would have none of her. Her heart sank, and
when the week passed without further attendance she
gave up, handed her resignation to Flynn and Glaves in
council at the latter's cabin.

Both, as might be expected, registered strenuous ob-
jections. "'Tpin't your fault if they cut off their nose
to spite their face," Glaves argued. And when she re-
plied that the children would suffer, he rasped: "What
of Jti' -The sins of th. fathers shall be visited on the
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children to the fourth generation.' Ye have Sciiotet
for that."

*^

"But not the sin of the stranger," she gently objected.
"I have myself to biame tor the prejudice."
Now, though neither trustee would admit her confes-

sion, both were afflicted with a sneaking consciousness of
Its truth. For not only had she offended by consorting
with that public enemy, the remittance-man, but the
cause of Carter's desertion had escaped from Elinor
Leslie's indiscreet tongue. Every man, woman, and
child in the country-side was informed as to the events
which led up to and followed the Ravells' visit. Their
denials, therefore, were negated by that profuseness of
expression which accentuates the truth it seeks to
conceal.

"You know it," she answered them, and opposed fur-
ther argument with that soft feminine obstinacy which
wears out masculine strength.

"But what else kin you do?" Glaves cried at last, in
despair.

"Go to Winnipeg and take a place in an office or
store."

Though .she affected brightness, she could not alto-
gether hide the dejection, homesickness that inhered in
the thought. Now that she was to leave it, that rude
cabm, with its log walls, lejral patchwork, home-made
furniture, glowed witn the glamours ol home. Even
Mrs. Glaves's gaunt ugliness becamt- suddi-nly dear in
the light of ai: tn-lefinite future among strangers.

Detecting her an ierlying sadness. Flynn tuclaimed:
?bw«t

' Wurrk m a sthor, ' Sell pins, naydles, in'
mcb tTXi < while I've a txrf oirer me head? Ye'd die in
thM lonesome hotels. Ye 'U just come right home wid
me."

"iJtaly, ain't it?" Gliives broke in, jealous for his
t6a

I!
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Prwogrtive. "In the first place, if she goes, she ain'tagoing to stop at no hotel, but with my own sister thatkeeps a boarding-house on Main Street. An' if she stays
It U be nght hew, with me—eh, old woman ?"

His wife's warm assent brought Helen to tears with-

^".nt wT^'k f^'^^ ''^ resolution. For the settle-

s~nt. *" "'^ ''' ''''• '""^ '^'' ^-* - '-^ - ^^^

thZ^f^''''i^'^^^'.f
°^'^'^- "^*'" ^^"^ 'tself be the

throat afore long. Yesterday Poole an' Danvers ran
their mowers into Shinn's five-acre swamp, an' if thatdDn t bnng that big Iniin a-kiting from the tall timber
I m Uutch.

She was not. however, to be moved, and after an
embarrassed pause Flynn said, hesitatingly "Thim
cities, now IS mighty ixpinsive. A lone girl withoutmoney—ye '11 let me—"
Digging a Shabby bill-book from the bottom depths of

his overalls, he precipitated a second kindly quarrelUanng at it. Glaves snorted. "When she knows she kin
draw on me for the vally of my last head of stock down
to the dog!

Having means for some months, this storm was more
easily laid than that which burst when Flynn offered to
dnve her in to Lone Tree.
"An' her living with me?" Glaves stormed.
''TIS meself that knowed her longest," Flynn argued
Humph!" Glaves sneered—" three days. Thursday

she stopped at your house coming out from Lone Tree
faunday I saw her at meeting-went a-purpose an' never
tended sence. No, she goes with me."
'•Anyway, I knowed her longest," Flynn persisted.
But tis herself shall say. Which shall it be. ma'am?"

' Both," she laughed
; and so, with a grizzled champion

on either hand, she rattled southward the following day.
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thh^the!L'^Ty,'''T^^
coincidences of ironical fate.tlMs. the day of her departure, occurred on the thirdanruver^ary of her first drive out with Carter and ajthings, season .,.i,t. sound, conspired to vividly"ecaUhat memorab!,. occasion. Rank growths Tn uncutsloughs bowed :,>der warm winds that freighted aTstant nietalhc rattle of many mowers; beyond the stt

StHrthe T'
Lands stretched to tL Assfnibdn^th only the chimneys of the burned Cree village tobreak their spangled undulations. As before, theyfamesuddenly upon the valley, rugged, riven with it, htw

buttressing headlands, timbf' d
'

ra"n;sT the riv r'

rbi'"i'""V°""°'"''°"^ ^'°"g the level bottoms

wheels to'theT '^^F^"^
^'"^ J°"=' i''^'- skidding™Wheels to the ford that now tuned its hoarse voice toa melancholy d rge in harmony with her m^od andfrom the door of the log mission Father Franc°s bowedhis silver head in courtly farewell

Plat's'wJof7 "'"\*'^' "^'y ^^"^1='" the tawny

TrtTL ^
*"''" '^'''"' °^ fa™«tead; finally LoneTree impinged in that huge monochrome, is gran shedsre^nding her, as before, of red Noah's arks o^Tydlow

cle^ visio,;' nt\l^' ^"' °' •^^P^""^^ ^«^'°^«<1 the fel
fW «

^^^- stranger. The town appeared as onthat first occasion-its one scanty street of clapboard

tSst'hat clr'
"^*' '^'" '^°"^^ f^"^'"S the raUwIytracks that came spinning out of the western horizon toflash on over the east; the wise ox-teams "oiling along

bt wheded t,T^' ""' '^''' P°-- hitfheft
toir. u

^"'^'" '^^"s: the cows pasturing amid

pr^sem riffraff V.f'^ "''^^^"' '°'^= the loafcrs^mn^present nffraff of the small frontier, holding do^ nail-kegs and cracker-boxes under store verandas

its -.ITr,^
'"^'"^ '^"^'- ^^''y '"™ °f the trail broughtIts .emimscences; mud chimneys, the Indian graveyard.
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a lone coyote, recalled the beginnings of her love, and
now that she was leaving she vividly reaUzed how she
had grown to this land of white silences, grave winds
vast, sunwashed spaces. But if she had need of the heavy
veil that she pinned on that morning, that marvellous
fcmimne restraint enabled her to turn a composed face
to the doctor and Jenny, who came to the station to see
her ofi.

As she passed up street, the riflfrafl exchanged nods
and winks, but Lone Tree furnished still other cham-
pions. The store-keeper, he who had loaded Carter's
buck-board with jams and jellies, came hurrying across
the tracks with good wishes and protestations.
"Shinn, MacCloud, Cummings—the hull gang—go ofifmy books," he swore to Glaves. "Not another cent's

credit to keep 'em from starving."

..

'"^^^y '^^ '°* '" ^^^''^ l^ds for me," the doctor added.
I strike Silver Creek from my practice." And though

the train was even then whistling for the station. Hooper,
the agent, stol time for friendly greetings.

If roughly expressed, their sympathy was at least
genuine; it eased the parting so that she was able to lean
out and give them a last smile as the train rolled by the
water-tank with long, easy clickings, carrying her away
beyond their tough pale. Good enough as a farewell.
It was not, however, a success as a smile, and the woe
behmd its wanness formed the subject ot an iniignant
caucus that convened as soon as Jenny left tne plat-
form.

"I can't figure out jes* what Carter means," the store-
keeper fretfully exclaimed. "Granted that she throwed
him that onct—the . harivari ?—that business at the
revival? If it had been my wife, I'd been smelhng round
for

—

"

"Blood!" the agent interjected; and though be nad in-
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tended "trouble." the rtore-keeper «cept.d the amend-

"ShrhfK *''! °"" .'°°'^"* ^°'"'" the doctor roared.

4UButy mat a man can desire in a tin"f« wof »,• _ a
» a pout because she faUs short otte^,^ "^HeMdamned fool. He ought to be-"

^ **

wratt'^'.-S n^'^r-"./'^""
'"«'^«<' *•>« «de of

S^...^:fthS''?.trea^^^^^^^^^^

fronTSe; t£ve°;'Sr^^''^''
""'''" ''^"' *" "^'^^^

''Me, too," the store-keeper added.

«lf and'f'".1^ °'l°°'
*^^' '^"- considered hTm

aLs" dfZi: "•'' ' "P'"' *''** transcended evTnuiaves s difficult requirements. Equally thoroi.o^h ;„ »,;.

f^T2?- ' "•^''
°^ '"^'"^^^ P-venteK s °o"f

X

from making an enl that evening; but his defauirhaHIts advantages in .hat he was thus enabled to dHver the

off^rfr-
"*'" ""'• '" ^*^«' '^'^'f. -hen he Zped

fJ.^ T "'"* '"°™'"^- Served hot. with good fron

»™!<. u
'''^ admiring attention of Hooper the

For W™°V::'^*° "''^^ ^'^^'^^ --^ assX^e
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WITHOUT THE PALE
please oblige with a Uttle information on this charivari ?
I only heard yesterday morning of that revival through
Benders coming mto camp."
As he Ustened. his natural sternness deepened to dark

austenty then fluxed in sad pity as the store-keeper told

?!,i .u^^.M?*""^- ^""""rinsr "Poor thingl-/,oor
httle thing!" he asked for her address.

His face fell when the store-keeper answered: "You'llhave to go to Glaves for that. The doC might have it,
but him an Miss Jenny went north this morning to settle

he Wn'nt ;.*f^v'-"
N°«nK Carter's disappointment

he tandly added: "You kin drive my sorrels. They 're a
third faster than the livery teams. On'y. remember
they 're firesh of! the grass.

"

;'ril try not to misuse them," Carter answered, brieht-
emng, a remark that plentifully illustrates his impatient

^, ^aT.^"^
store-keeper helped him hitch; and as he

headed the sorrels out on the Silver Creek trail-the trail
that for him, as for Helen, was one long heartache-the
agent drew a deduction from his sombre sternness

T u ? ,

'*•** MacCloud an- Cummings were back

£iL;"S."
^'"^'"

""' ^""^'-''^'"^ '^^^ " thoy

Stepping out of his stable, after feeding the noon oats
next day Glaves "li.ied up h: . eyes," in biblical phrase,
and saw Carter "a long way off." A hot morning at the
fiay, and the loss of two sections of his mowtr-sickle bvimpact with a willow snag, did not tend to alleviate his
natural crustiness. As he recognized the tall figure be-
hind the sorrels, the hoar of his fifty winters seemed to
settle m the hnes of his weathered visage; his eye took
the steely sparkle of river ice; his nod, when Carter
reined in opposite, was cur: as his answer.
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THE SETTLER

"Your wife's address? Yes, I know it."

Forewarned by the store-keeper of the old man's bit-
terness, Carter was not surprised. "Meaning that you
won't give it to me.>"

"Not ti)l I know as she wants you to have it."

Tone and mannor were superlatively irritating, but the
man had taken blood on his soul in Helen's defence, and
Carter spoke quietly. "Don't you allow that she's a
right to decide for herself.'"

"Now, ain't that exac'ly what I said?"
It was not, but contradiction would merely inflame

his obstinacy. At a loss how to proceed, Carter switched
the heads, one by one, from a patch of tall brown pig-
weeds, using his left hand, for the right was roughly tied
up in his handkerchief. On his part Glaves looked
steadily past him.

It was a beautiful day— sensuous, soft, one of the
golden days when warm winds flirt among rustling
grasses breathing the incense of smiling flowers. Heat
hung in quivering waves along the horizon like an emana-
tion from the hot, proUfic earth over whose bosom birds,
bumblebees, the little beasts of the prairies, came and
went on errands of love and business with songs and
twitterings. And there, in the midst of this joy of life,

the grim old man bent frowning brows on Carter, who
was lost in b.'tter meditation.

He was laboring under an unhappy sense of error, for
his contumacy, determined absence, was not altogether
a product of hurt pride. As he himself had dissolved
their relations, it was Helen's privilege to renew them,
and he had waited, yearning for her word. But now
that he was dragged under the harrows of remorse, in an
agony of pity for her, he stood before Glaves as in the
presence of Nemesis, convicted of a huge mistake.
The initiative, after all, had lain with him. If he had
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owned to his fault, had apologized for his summary
desertion, she could have been trusted to do the rest.
Now he doubted that he was too late, for it was but
reasonable to suppose that the trustee's determined op-
position had origin with her. He squared his big shoul-
ders to this burden of his own packing.

"Will you forward a letter?"

Frowning, Glaves answered without looking at him,
"You kin leave your .-' iress."

"But you will forward it?"

"If she wants it."

Carter flushed, but checked a sharp answer. "You
ain't extending too much grace to a sinner."
"Any less than you extended her? What d' you ex-

pect of me that saw her name dragged in the mud, her-
self insulted—that took a life to save her body from
violence? G—d d— you! His pent-up feelings ex-
ploded, and for three minutes thereafter hot speech
bubbled Uke vitriol through his clinched teeth in scath-
ing denunciation of Carter's remissness.

"Part of what you say being true, we'll pass the rest,"
the latter said, when the trustee had drained his phials of
wrath. "Now—without conceding your right to with-
hold her address—will you forward some money?"

Glaves stared. He had expected a blow, a violent
quarrel, at least ; nay, had lusted for it. But he was too
much of a man himself to mistake a just imperturbability
for fear, while the mention of money checked his anger
by switching his ideas. Jealous for her honor, he looked
his suspicion. "Whose money?" But if accent and
tone declared against the acceptance of favors, he took
the proffered greenbacks after Carter explained that
they covered her share of the cattle he and Morrill had
owned in common—took them, that is, with a proviso.
"Let me see," he mused, counting five of ten bills of
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one-hundred-dollar denomination. "You'd forty head
of stock when Morrill died. Five hundred covers her
share. Take these back." And to further argument
he sternly answered, "I don't allow that she's looking
for any presents from you."
"No, I don't allow that she is."

Sadness of look and tone caused Glaves to glance up
quickly, but he did not relax in his grimness up to the
moment that, having left his address. Carter drove away.
Then a shade of doubt crept into his steel eyes. "If it
had been myself—" he muttered; then as Helen's parting
smile recurred in memor>, he added: "No, damn him'
Let him suffer!" But this was not the end. Pausing
in his doorway as he went in to dinner, he saw the buck-
board, small as a fly, crawl over a distant knoll, and by
some association of ideas remembered Carter's hand and
wondered why it was bandaged. And when he learned
from Poole and Danvers, who called round for their mail
that evening, his first small doubt was raised almost to
the dimension of regret.

Since the charivari, Glaves's opinion of the remittance-
man—as a fighting animal, at least—had risen above
zero, and he lent first an induij'ent, then a rapt ear to the
boys' story. As he himself had prophesied, the piracy
of the five-acre swamp brought Shinn out from his hid-
ing, but the latter's evil fate arranged matters so that as
he descended upon the remittance buccaneers from one
end of the swamp, Carter appeared on the Lone Tree trail
which cat-a-comered the other. The result bubbled
forth from the mouth of first one boy, then the other in
eager interruptions.

"Shade of my granny!" Danvers swore. "You never
saw such a fight!"

"No preliminaries," Poole declared. "Carterjust leaped
from his buggy and went for him hke a cat after a mouse."
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"Shinn fought like a trapped wolf—

"

"And little good it did him. He might have been a
gopher in the paws of a grizzly."

|Xay like a dead man for a long half-hour—

"

"And looked like a snake that had mixed with a streak
of lightning."

"Blind, battered, bruised, we carried him home on his
shield—that is, on our hay-rake—

"

"And that poor squalid wife of his looked rather dis-
gusted when she found that he wasn't dead."

While they thus poured the tale of Shinn's discomfiture
into Glaves's thirsty ears. Carter rattled steadily on
towards Lone Tree. Passing Flynn's, he had been tempt-
ed to put in, but remembered that the Irishman would
be out at the hay, and so ran on and by the one person
who could have furnished an approximation of Helen's
address. For she had merely promised to write Jenny
as soon as she was settled, as he had learned when he met
the doctor, back-trailing alone, early that morning.
"But you'll surely find her at one c' e hotels!" the

agent called to him, on the platform of aie freight-train
that carried him away at midnight.
But Helen had gone straight to the trustee's sister.

And having wasted two days scanning hotel registers,
wandering the streets, he concluded that perhaps she had
changed her mind and gone straight through to her
friends back East. Charging his friends and financial
backers to keep on with the search, however, he returned
to his labors in that unenviable condition of mind which
romanticist writers describe as "broken-hearted."

In a city of twenty thousand it ought not to be so very
difficult to locate a young lady whose style and beauty
drew the eyes of the street. But if the search failed, the
cause inhered in other reasons than lack of dihgence

—

in a reason that largely accounted for Glaves's reluctance
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tc give her address. Sick at heart, hopeless for the
future she had sunk her surname with the bitter past-
resumed her maiden name while keeping the married
title. Even with Glaves's sister, a big, good-natured
woman, she passed as a widow.



XXV

THE SUNKEN GRADB

THE "Ragged Lands!" Seamed, rugged, broken,
gloomy with dark spruce, sterile as a barren woman,

they cumber the earth from Lake Nipissing a thousand
miles westward to the edge of the prairies, and in all
their weary length no stretch o. meadow-land occurs.
Pock-marked with sloughs, mu!;kegs, black morasses,
peppered with sand-hills that rise suddenly like eruptive
boils in the sparse beard of its dwarf-growths, it is a
wicked country, and was held accursed by trappers and
Jesuit fathers who, of old, portaged or paddled upon its
borders. Yet in construction days men poured into its
dark environs; one may still see Carter's camps, moss-
grown, roofless, rotting by the right of way, for his line
split a fifty-mile breadth from the western verge of that
mighty forest.

On the day after Carter's return from Winmpeg the
westering sun gilded a long scar, brown with the sere of
felled trees, that shore thirty miles of forest. Ten more
miles and this, his right of way, would debouch on the
Park Lands, a day's drive southward from Silver Creek;
at its other end fifty miles of prairie grading would carry
it down to the American border. Northerly, the cut was
masked in roUing smoke of burning brush; but where,
farther south, the spruce mantle had been torn from the
bosom of mother earth, it gaped yellow as a gangrened
wound. Over this earth-sore men and teams swarmed
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with the buzz and movement of flies, coming and going
about a steam-digger that bit hungry mouthfuls from the
bowels of a sand-hill and spat them, with hoarse cough-
ing, upon a train of flat-cars. Beyond them a pile-driver
sputtered nervously upon a lean trestle; and still farther
south a track gang laid and spiked rails with furious
energy, adding their quota of noise to the roar that com-
bined with heat and dust to produce a miniature inferno.

Dipping still lower, the sun poked a golden finger
down a thin survey-Une that sUt the forest at the head
of the right of way, and touched into flame the yellow
head of a young man who sat on a log near Carter.
There slim poplar-brake enclosed a mossy dell, into
which the frenzy of work and noise came faintly as the
hum of a passing bee. It was, indeed, so cool and pleas-
ant that the surveyor shrugged unwillingly when the
advancing shadows emphasized Carter's remark that it

was "time to be moving."
"What a demon of unresti" he laughed. "Can't keep

still for five minutes."
His mock disgust drew Carter's smile. "That's all

very well—for you. When your transit is cased, you're
done. I have a few hundred men to look after."
"Oh, confound them!" the other said. "I'll never

make a philosopher of you." And as, shouldering his
transit, he followed, he commented humorously on Car-
ter's tiresome energy, affirming that he was reminded
of a steam-engine that had slipped it governors.
"Couldn't be more grovellingly industrious if you were
quahfying for a headline on a child's copy-book. Early
to bed, early to rise, makes your boss healthy, wealthy,
and wise," he misquoted. And as, a few minutes later,
they came out upon wood-choppers who were driving
the right of way into the forest, he grimaced, "More
misguided zeal."
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For all his sarcasm, his eyes betrayed his appreciation,

and as, pausing, they looked on, his face lit up with pro-
fessional pride. Following the choppers, sawyers were
cutting sizable timber into logs, piling small trees with
the brush; behind them a stumping outfit practised
rough dentistry upon the road-bed. All were putting
m the last "licks" of a good day's work; the air whistled
of falling trees, hummed to the ringing saws; the woods
echoed laughter, shouts, cheery curses.
"Good boys," Carter murmured. "Regular whales.

Jest eat it up, don't they?"
"Pf -.uliar idiosyncrasy." The surveyor resumed his

chaffing. "They ought to have eased up while you were
away. Can't account for it, unless—yes, it's beansl
Beans, sir I You feed them beans and they work or—
die. Query: What effect would a bean diet have on a
philosopher? Ugh! I must avoid them."
"No "—Carter indicated a figure, gigantic in the loom

of the smoke, "it's not beans; it's Bender. Without
him we'd have plenty converts to your theory."
"And now tired nature pities them."
In their coincidence, the last red ray might have sig-

nalled Bender's shrill whistle, or vice versa. Anyway,
sudden silence fell like a mantle over the clearing!
While choppers and sawyers cached tools under brush
away from rusting dews, teamstjrs dropped bows and
yokes, and all followed the patient ox-teams down the
right of way,

"Joking aside," the surveyor said, as they fell in be-
hmd, "what has hfe for these fellows? Ill-fed, worse
clothed, only an occasional spree breaks the monotony
of grinding toil."

Carter's nod was non-committal. "They work hard
yes, but then work is only terrible to the young and shift-
less; your grown man loves it."
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"If congenial."

"Generally is. You spe, there's always something that
h fellow thinks he can do a bit better than any one else—
Bill, there, planes his stumps; OIc, that big Swede, is
Cham lightning on a cant-hook; Michigan Red rides a
log down a rapid hke a ballet-dancer, ami has Jehu bca.
out on the reins; Big Hans lifts more'n any other manm camp. Summing it, from whip-cracking to stable
cleaning every job has its professor, who gets a heap of
fun out of proving his title. Lookiag a bit closer, these
chaps get more sunshine, fresh air, and sleep than your
city workers, and if the grub is rough they ain't bothered
none with indigestion. Hans finds a flavor in his bea^.s
tha! your big financial gun doesn't get out of his canvas-
back. As for amusement, the regular lumber-jack docs
blow a year's salary on a week's bust, as you say; but
most of these are farmers, some of 'em neighbors of mine.
If they're rushed in summer they have time to bum in
winter, and whnt of socials, dances, picnics, they strike a
fair balance with pleasure."
"But what is ahead of them?"
Carter shrugged. "Death, of course; in the mean

time, hard work, harder hving, a family, and a mortgage
to keep 'em from oversleep. But they'll breathe clean
and live clean, work in the sun and outlive two genera-
tions of city people. Barring accidents, they'll average
fourscore years, and so, when the last word is said, I
don't know but that happiness lies down instead of up
the ladder."

The surveyor curiously studied his thoughtful face.
"You are climbing?"
But Carter was equal to the contradiction. "We was

talking of averages—

"

"Were," the other interrupted.

Grimacing, Carter repeated: '

' Were talking of averages.
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The exception gets his fun climbing, and don't find out
ho much of a fool he is till he Ijoks down from the
top,

"Doesn't," the other put in. and Carter resaid t.ie
word.

The corrections sprang from a compact that was now
as old as their acquaintance. A graduate in engineerine.
the young fellow was widely read and cultured far beyond
the needs of his profession, and as they talked, smoking,m their oftce-tent of evenings, his allusions to and illus-
trations from the realms of science, literature, art had
given Carter glimpses of Helen's world, a universe in
which touch, taste, smell, sight, and other things gave
place to feehng, memo-y, perception. And so he had
been stimulated to conscious attempts at improvement

I feel like a two-year-old!" he had exclaimed oneevemng early in their acquaintance. " I 'd like to know
more of that. D' yor. suppose I could g. t that book in
town ? An say, if you catch me straddling the traces-
manners, speech, an' so forth-I wish you'd lam me one.
Of course I m pretty set, but if I could just tone down a
bit on a few of the big things, the Uttle ones might sUp
by unnoticed. ^

In the nature of things a construction-camp is bound
to suffer a chronic drouth of news, and in default of other
subjects Carter's marital troubles had received exhaust-
ive and analytical treatment at th^ hands of the Silver
Creek men and others. Filtering ...rough ma,iy strata,
enough of the gossip had reached the surveyor ;o informhim of the motivr^ under this rough appeal, and he readily
consented So, Lheir talks thereafter, he had trimmed
out the wilder grov,ths . Jarter's speech, giving nil., snd
reason, for, as he laughingly assured him, his big pupilhad an uncanny appetite for underiying law.

Now 'tam't reasonable to suppose that you have to
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learn alt the Individual cases," he would say, when the
surveyor tripped him on some expression; "what's the
law of it ?" And he would offer humorous opinions on the
eccentricities of the tongue. "The dam language seems
to have grown from wild seed, an' though Lindley Mur-
ray—ain't that his name ?—lopped a bit here an' pruned
a bit there, he couldn't straighten the knarls and twists
in the trunks. An' I don't know but that it's as well
that way Leave them grammarians alone, an' they'd
clip an' trim the language till it was tame as the cypress
hedges thatmy old aunt uster shape into crowing roosters,
gillypots, an' pilaster pillars at home back East." In
saying which he touched a profound etymological truth
that is altogether ignored by the scientific inventors of
tmiversal languages.

One who had not seen him for some months—Helen,
for instance—could not have failed, this evening, to
notice how his faithful delving in that wild orchard had
begun to bring forth fruit in his speech. Evincing fewer
"aint's," it had more "ings," and even attained, on oc-
casion, to correct usage in

'

' number " of verbs. Equally
forcible, as full of curt figures, its epigrammatic quality
had gained rather than lost by better expression.
The silence which had fallen between them endured

till they came in sight of the camp, a string of tents and
log-cabins under the eaves of the forest. Then the sur-
veyor pointed out a giri who was watching the tired
stream from the door of the nearest tent.
"Why, there's Dorothy! She threatened to make the

chief bring her down, but I didn't think she'd make it.

Come along and I'll introduce you."
As, however, he mended his pace. Carter fell behind,

and the sadness which had become habitual to his face
deepened. He had heard the young fellow speak of this
girl, his fiancee: and though in coloi and appearance she
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WM the opposite of Helen, the swish of her sldrts m (ne
came to meet them, suggestion of perfume, the hundred
elusive deUcacies that make up a well-bred girl's per-
sonality, recalled his wife and oppressed hi. with a
vivid sense of loss.

Her voice, rich and lov/ in its tones as Helen's, strength-
ened the impression. "Dad said 'No.'" she laughed,
after the mtroduction. "But—"

"Wilful woman will have her way, ' a voice declared
from the interior of the tent; then the chief engineer, a
hale man of fifty, appeared in the doorway. "Mosqui-
toes, alkali water, nothing would scare her." He was
gomg on with inquiries of the health of a bridge tV t had
developed rheumatic tendencies in its feet, w' \ she
laughingly interrupted:

"Come, dad, no business till after supper. I have
already scraped acquaintance with the cook, and he says
we are to come at once. So run along, Uttle boys, and
get ready." '

"Wash our dirty faces, to put it plainly," the surveyor
echoed her happy laugh. "Be it known unto you, fair
lady, that ablutions are held to be effeminate, unneces-
sary, if not immoral, in construction work. However
in view of your hypersensitiveness, we will do violence
to our inclinations. Come on. Carter—we for the tub."
But from a dozen yards she called him back. "This

"the man you wrote me of? I knew him at once.
What a splendid fellowl"

"Gorgeous!" he returned her whisper. "His wife
must be a queer sort."

"Not necessarily." She added, with thoughtful intui-
tion: "The possibilities are so many. Your friend is
handsome and has a good face, but we giris are more
complex than our mothers. While they were satisfied
with good temper and good provision, we demand sym-
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pathy of taste ind habit; that we touch without friction
at a hundred points of contact. Tall as Mr. Carter is.
he may fall short of such a standard.

'

Bending, her lover gazed admiringly into her earnest
eyes. "Such a little wisehead! And did I pass in this
difficult examination.'"

Cart3r's back was turned, the cook-house door had
just closed on the last teamster, her father had gone back
to his calculations, so her auswer was sweet as satis-
factory.

When, half an hour later, the four entered the cook-
house two cookees were laying the table under one eagle
eye of the cook, the other being on a roast that he was
hberally basting. "Hain't you got no nose?" he an-
swered Carter's question; but he smiled as, sniffing its
rich odor, Dorothy said: "It's venison! And I'm so
hungryl"

"Surel" he corroborated. "Cree hunter brought in a
quarter of moose this afternoon."

Pleased with her discernment, he seated her at the
head of a table which he himself had scoured with sand
to a snowy whiteness while the cookees were grinding a
summer's tarnish from iron knives and spoons. Her tin
plate reflected a smile that he would wilUngly have paid
for in turkey and truffles, but lacking these, he served
baked potatoes with the venison, hot biscuit, cake a
hand's-breadth thick, and with a flourish set the crown-
ing delicacy of camp life, a can of condensed cream be-
side her tin coffee-cup. Then he packed the cookees
outside to peel the morrow's potatoes that her appetite
might not suffer from their admiring glances, an act
which they classified as tyranny and ascribed to evil
motives.

"She's a right smart gal," he added, after imparting a
few pnvacies anent their birth and breeding from the
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door-step. "None o' your picking sort. Knows good
cooking when she sees it, she does." Then he left them
to digest a last piece of information that the evolution
of their ancestors had been arrested in a low and bestial
stage.

That supper figured as an epoch in Carter's hfe, be-
cause It marked a definite conscious change in his feeling
towards his wife. With all men thought is more or less
chaotic. Filtering slowly from feeling under pressure of
expenence, it remains fluid, turgid, until some specific act
—It may be of a very oruinary nature—clears and precip-
•taies it into the moulds of fixed opinion. So, though
matenal of a sounder, more reasonable judgment of
Helen had been gathering in his mind these months,
injured pride had held it in abeyance—in suspension, as
it were—until now that recent disappointment had left
him peculiarly susceptible to impression, a resolvent was
added; that occurred which precipitated his thought.

It took form in Michigan Red, who entered with
another teamster and sat down at the opposite table.
The task that delayed them had sharpened appetite, and
their attack on the food the cook set before them was
positively wolfish. Using fingers as much or more than
forks, they shovelled greasy beans into their mouths with
knives, as stokers feed a furnace; and as they bolted
masses of pork, washed whole biscuits down with gulps
of coffee, Carter's glance wandered between them and
the delicate girl at his side. Here, indeed, was one of
the "points of contact " of her intuitive wisdom. Once
before he had seen, realized it. But whereas he had
thrust the thought away the night that he watched
Michigan Red eat in the lumber-camp, he now gave it
free admittance, mentally writhed as he realized how this
and other gaucheries must have ground on Helen's sensi-
tive mental surfaces. Fascinated by their gluttony, he
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watched until dulled eyes and heavy, stertorous breath-
ing signalled repletion and the close of their meal.
On her part, Dorothy was quietly observing him.

Given such knowledge as the Silver Creek teamsters had
sown through the camp, it would have been easy for her
to guess the rest—if his conduct had borne out her
surmise. But he had learned so much and so quickly
under the stings of injured pride that observation failed
to reveal any wide departures from the conventional.
She had to give it up—for tha present.
"What a strange man!"
Her whisper dissipated his painful reflections, and,

looking up, he saw that, after lighting his pipe with a coal
from the stove, Michigan Red was surveying them with
cool effrontery through the tobacco smoke. His fiery
beard split in a sneer as Carter asked if he had finished
supper. But he did not take the hint nor move when
ordered to call Bender.

"Mister Bender"—he spat at the title—"is down at
the grading-camp."

'

'
I said for you to call him. " Carter's tone, in its very

gentleness, caused the girl to look quickly so she caught
his queer expression. Compounded of curiosity, inter-
est, expectation, his glance seemed to flicker above,
below, around the red teamster, to enfold, wrap him
with its subtle questioning. Impressed more than she
could have been by threat or command, she waited—she
knew not for what—oppressed by the loom of imminent
danger

But it was not in the teamster's book to disobey—just
then. Lingering to pick another coal, he sauntered down
the room under flow of that curious, flickering glance,
and closed the door behind him with a bang. Sharp as
the cr=>ck of a gun, Dorothy half expected to see smoke
curling up to the massive roof-logs. But though her
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father and lover looked their surprise, Carter resumed
his eating, and there was no comment until he excused
himself a few minutes later.

Tugging his gray beard, the chief engineer then
turned to the surveyor. "Why doesn't he fire that
fellow?"

Shrugging, the young fellow passed the question up to
the cook. "You've known them longest."
Thus tapped, the cook turned on a flow of information,

appending his own theory of Carter's patience to a short
and unflattering history of Michigan Red. "You see.
Red thought he was the better man from the beginning,
an' it was just up to the boss to give him fair chance to
prove it. As for him, he likes the excitement. You've
seen a cat play with a mouse ? Well—an' when the cat
does jump—

"

"Good-bye mouse," the surveyor finished.

The cook's significant nod filled Dorothy with aston-
ishment. From the social heights upon which the acci-
dent of birth had placed her, she had looked down upon
the laboring-classes, deeming them rude, simple, unso-
phisticated. Yet here she found complex moods, a ven-
detta conducted with MachiaveUian subtlety, a drastic
code that compelled a man to cherish his enemy till he
had had opportunity to strike.

The knowledge helped her to a conclusion which she
stated as they walked back to her father's tent. "Such
pride! I understand now why he left her. Just fancy
his keeping on that man?"
"Damned nonsense, I call it," her father growled.

"That fellow will make trouble for him yet."
The prediction amounted to prophecy in view of a

conversation then proceeding in the bunk-house. As
Michigan's table-mate had fully reported the scene at
supper, the teamsters were ready with a fire of chaflE
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when he stumbTea over the dark threshold after deliver
ing Carter's message.

"Been dinin' in fash'n'ble sassiety, Red ?" a man ques-
tioned.

*

'
Nope I " another laughed. '

' Voylent colors ain't con-
sidered tasty any more, so the boss fired him out 'cause
his hair turned the chief's gal sick."

Hoarse chuckling accompanied the teamster's amswer-
ing profanity, but when, after roundly cursing them-
selves, Carter, the surveyor, chief engineer, he began
on Dorothy, laughter ceased and Big Hans called a
stop.

^^
"That's right." A voice seconded Hans's objection.

"We ain't stuck on the boss any more'n you are. Red;
but this gal isn't no kin of hi&'n. Leave her alone."

"Surel" the first man chimed in. "An' if he's feeling
his oats jes' now, he'll be hit the harder when we spring
our deadfall. Did you sound the graders to-day ? Will
they—

"

"Shet up!" Michigan hissed. "That big mouth o*
youm spits clean across the camp to the office." And
thereafter the conversation continued in sinister whispers
that soon merged in heavy snoring. Silence and dark-
ness wrapped the camp.

Awaking while it was still dark, the camp rubbed
sleepy eyes and looked out, shivering, on smouldering
smudges. Outside, the air whined of mosquitoes. At
the long hay-racks horses snorted and pawed frantically
under the winged torture; patient oxen uttered mained
lowings. Growling and grumbling, the camp distributed
Itself—teamsters to feed and rebuild smudges, choppers
and sawyers to the grindstone and filing-be: nes. It
was a cold, dank world. Pessimism prevailed to the
extent that a man needed to walk straitly, minding his
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own business, if he would avoid quarrel. But optimism
came with dawn—teamsters hissed cheerfully over their

currying, caw-filers and grinders indulged in snatches of

song—reaching a cUmax with the breakfast-call. When,
half an hour later. Dorothy appeared in the cook-house
doorway, the camp had spilled its freight of men and
teams into the forest.

Warned by the shadow, the cook looked up and saw
her in Stetson hat, short skirt, high-laced shoes, a sunlit

vision with the freshness of the morning upon its cheeks.
"God bless you! Come right in," he exclaimed. "Your
daddy an' Mr. Hart hev' gone down line. Devil's Mus-
keg got himgry las' night an' swallered ten thousand
yards of gradin'."

As yet she knew nothing of tho..e treacherous sinks

that gulp grades, trestles, and the reputations of their

builders as a frog swallows flies, and he went on, answer-
ing her puzzled look: "Morass, you know, swamp with
quicksand foundation that goes clean down to China.
Nope, 'tain't Mr. Carter's loss. He ain't such a fool as
to go an' load a muskeg down with clay and rook. An
Easterner had it on a sub-contract, an' though Mr. Carter
warned him, he reckoned he could make it bear a grade
or bnish hurdles. Crowed Uke a Shanghai rooster be-

cause it carried trains for a week.
"Oh, I don't know," he commented upon her pity for

the luckless contractor. "You kain't do nothin' with
them Easterners. He was warned. Besides," he venge-
fuUy added, "he shedn't ha' come crowing over us.

More coffee, miss?"
Leaving the cook-house, a shadow fell between her and

the sun, and Carter gave her good-morning. "Breaks
the poor devil," he supplemented the cook's information,
"and bothers us. Cuts off our communications. We
shall have to move the outfits back to prairie grading
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Kd HV "'t'*^^"*^^.
I'm going down there-now." you d like a hand-car ride ?"

«J^r!^^
'''^^ ^" *^^ '^"*'*^^ ^^^ ""^ speeding alongunder urge of ten strong arms, over high trestles wUch

v^
w'' ?'"''"" "^''^ ^'^^""^ °f ^-t«r f-r below thSyellow cuts across hollow-sounding bridges, alwa's be-

rrolirdTbeT'" °f
""?'" ^P™<=^- SomeSithecar rolled m between long hnes of men who , re tamp-

h! ^rA''"?"' '^^ *'^^- R°"gh felloe's at the b^tthey had herded for months in straw and dirt seeingnothing dajntier than their unlovely selves and ks thevwere not the kind that mortifies the flesh/the Jrl Smuch embarrassed by the fire of eyes. Apart from tlTaT

tlrnS^ T^7"^
''"^"'^^- ^'t"««* almost touching

mo^of.."*• '^7°^ ^" '^''^ ^^' °f the motion, beside!most of the mnd that blew her hair into a da;k cloudand set wild roses blooming in her cheeks.
t>he gamed, too. a new view -point of Carter whopatted gayly. pointing, explaining' as thoigS'they' wer^

derT Sh. 1 / '^''' ^^^^ ''"^'^^"^'1 ^' broad shoul-

edv trfin '^ r^" °- '^"^ ''^«' 't« hardship, com-

nfJm f^
'^^u

'" ^^ ^" hour's conversation, than she

These^'^ff 'Tf '°' ""'''''' '" ^ J'^^^'^ ex^ene^ceThese different elements sometimes mixed-as whenhe indicated a blackened excavation. "See thatT Aman was sitting on the stump that was blasted out therf

herh^ir ^" °' ^r" °' *he world." he rephedTo

next I tiea. easily philosophical, quietly discursive he

r^fr^t"^' *°"=*^'"« *he suicide's miotics Therehad been different theories-drink, religion, a girl-bu?

Llr;" 'r^'^t'^
*° aggravated unsociability Thesombre forest, with its immensity of sad, environing spacehad translated mere moroseness into confirmed hypo:
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chondiia. He had so bored the stumping outfit, to which
he belonged, with pessimistic remarks on things in gen-
eral that, in self-defence, they threw something at him.
whenever he opened his mouth; and so, bottled up, his
gloom accv.aulated until, in an unusually dismal mo-
ment, he placed a full box of dynamite under a stump
and sat down to await results.

"Why didn't some one pull him off?" she cried.
His answer was pregnant. "Short fuse. Anyway, the

boys didn't feel any call to mix in his experiments

—

especially as he swore a blue streak at them till the
stump lifted."

"Horrible!" she breathed.

"Just what they said." He solemnly misunderstood
her. "They never heard such lang^-age. 'Twas dread-
fully out of place at a funeral."

"Oh— I didn't mean that!" Then, considering his
serious gravity, "Was—was there

—

"

"Pretty clean." He relieved her of the remainder of
the question. "Mostly translated."

Incredulous, she glanced from him to his men and
received grisly confirmation, for one thrust out a grimy
finger to show a horseshoe ring. " I picked it up on the
track, miss, forty rod from the—obseq'ses. Didn't allow
he'd want it again."

Shuddering, she turned back to Carter, but before she
could make further comment the car rolled from a cut
out on the edge of the Devil's Muskeg.

She thought him cold-blooded until, that evening, she
learned from her friend, the cook, that he had been
caught on the edge of the blast as he rushed to save the
man and had been thrown a hundred feet. A little dis-

appointed by his apparent callousness, she joined her
father and lover, who, with the contractor, stood looking
out over the muskeg. Sterile, flat, white with alkaU
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save where black slime oozed from the sunken grade, itstretched a long mile on either side of the right of way

K ?J Tf?
*''" '^'"^' ^""^ ^y°"d this chamel

forest loomed the omnipresent spruce. In spring-time
ts quatang depths would have opened under a fox's
light padding, but the summer's sun had dried the sur-
face until It carried a team-which fact had lured the
contractor to his financial doom. A fat, gross man, hestood moppinj his brow and wildly gesticulating towards
the half-mile of rails that, with their ties, lay like the
backbone of some primeval lizard along the mud callin?
heaven and the chief engineer to witness that this caUm-
ity was beyond the prevision of man

tr^i^'/'-'^r"'*,"^
^^•' K^ *^™^'* '° government con-

JA : ^Vvf'*!"'*'* *° *h^ <='^«^' ''ho, however, shrug-ged at se-ch blackening of Providence

^
''Well, Mr. Buckle," he answered, as Carter came up.
the judgment was dehvered against you, not us "

Yes, yes!'' the man groveUingly assented. "I know
"--mne s the oss But you gentlemen orter give me achance to make it up building round this cursed mud-

" Round what?'

T «f^*'^wl''°'^""^'y "P°" ^^'^'- "™s mud-hole,

,
• V ^ h ^ greasy sneer, he added: "But mebbeyon km build across it ?"

"lean."

J^T^^'".^".
''=''^*'n«d his angry surprise. "Why.

Sde?^^' '* ^°" '^^' *°^' "^^ •* ^'^'* "'"y a

"I said it wouldn't carry yours."
His quiet assurance gave the contractor pause, while

engineer and surveyor looked their surprise. "Goingto drive piles down to China?" The contractor grew
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hysterically sarcastic. "You'll need a permit from Li
Hung Chang. What do you know about grades, any-
way ? I was building this railroad while you was wear-
ing long clothes."

"Likely." Carter'seas> drawl set the others a-grin and
caused Dorothy to hide her smile in her handkerchief.
"But you ain't out of yours yet. A yearling baby
wouldn'^ try to stack rock on top of mud. But that
isn't the question. D' you allow to finish the contract ?"

"Think I'm a fool?" the man rasped.
" 'Tain't always polite to state one 's thoughts. But

—

do you?" And when the other tendered a surly nega-
tive, he turned to the engineer. "You hear, sir? And
now I file my bid."

The chief, however, looked his doubt. As yet engi»
neering science offered no solution for the muskeg prob-
lem, and liis was not the first grade he had seen sacri-
ficed to a theory. "Are you serious

?"

"As a Methodist sermon," Carter answered his grave
question. Then, drawing him aside, he pulled a paper
from his pocket—an estimate for the work. It was dated
two weeks back, prevision that caused the chief to
grimly remark: "Pretty much like measuring a living
man for his coffin, wasn't it? But look here. Carter!
I'd hate to see you go broke on this hole. I doubt—and
your figure is far too low. What's your plan ?"

"I'm going to make a sawdust fill with waste from
the Portage Mills."

Whistling, the chief looked his admiration, then grin-
ned, the idea was so ludicrous in its simplicity. For, all
said, the problem resolved itself into terms of specific
gravity—iron sinks and wood floats in water; and the
muskeg which swallowed clay would easily carry a saw-
dust bank. Moreover, the idea was thoroughly practica-
ble. Situated five miles from Winnipeg, the Portage
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Mill! were the largest in the province and their owneit
would wilhngly part with the refuse that cumbered their
yards.

"You've got it!" he cried, slapping his thigh.
"That's not all. If old Brass Bowels—" Noticing

that the contractor was looking their way, he finished in
a whisper, the significance of which caused the chief's
grizzled brows to rise till loit in the roots of his hair.

"You'll break cauip— ?" he questioned.
"To-morrow Build a spur into the mills, then start

prairie grading at the American line and run north.
Ought to make a junction about the time the sink is
filled."

And this he did. The few miles of spur-track being
quickly built, a yellow tide of sawdust was soon flowing
out to the Devil's Muskeg, where Bender's wood gang
directed its flow. At first there was great argument
about this new ma. rial, some holding that one might
as well try to build a road-bed with feathers. But it
proved itself. Temping hard as clay, it had greater
resiUence, and soon the twisted track rose like a mained
serpent from the slimy clutch of the devil. Yes, miles
of flat-cars, boarded up till they loomed big as houses,
moved between mill and slough through that summer,
and no one dreamed of their slow procession having
other significance up to the moment that Helen heard
newsboys crying a special in the hot streets—
"Monopoly refuses new line a crossing. Section gancs

tear up Carter's diamond."
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BV that time Helen had shaken down to a life that
was new as strange— though not without travail-

shaking is always uncomfortable.
'

Coming in to the city, a natural nervousness—that in-
definite apprehension vhich assails the stoutest under
the frown of new ad -entures—had been accentuated by
heart-sickness from her late experiences, and was justi-
fied by some to come. She viewed its distant spires
very much as an outlaw might contemplate far-off hos-
tile towers. 'Entering from the west, as she did, one
sees taller buildings poke, one by one, from under the
flat horizon. For the city sits by the Red River-
smoothest, most treacherous of streams—in the midst of
vast alluvial plains, its back to the "Ragged Lands,"
facing the setting sun. North, south, east, and west of
It they stretch, these great flat plains. Vividly emerald
m spnng-time, June shoots their velvet with chameleon
florescences that glow and blaze with the seasons, fix in
universal gold, then fade to purest white. Dark, dirty,
the city stands out on the soft snow-curtain like a sable
blot on an ermine mantle. Withal it is a clean city, for
if the black muck of its unpaved streets cakes laboring
wagons and Red River carts to the hubs after spring
thaws, the dirt is all underfoot. No manufactures foul
the winds that sweep in from boreal seas with the g^r-

nered essences of an empire of flowers.
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Purely agricultural, then, in its functions, the bulk ot
its burgesses were, as might be expected, store-keepers,
implement men, bankers, lawyers, land agents, all who
serve or prey upon the farmer; for there, also, lurked
the usurers, the twenty-per-cent. Shylocks, fat spiders
who ' strangling v/ebs enmeshed e.ery township from
the ckies to the Red. Spring, fall, or winter, grist

failed not in their davk mills, which ground finer and fast-

er than thfxie of the gods. Scattering their evil seed oa
the dark days, it was their habit to reap in the sunshine,
competing for t!ie last straw with their fellows, the
business men, in their single season of profit—Harvest.
For in summer the city drowsed amid green wheat seas
that curved wi h the degrees over the western world; it

slept, nodding, till the wheat, its life-blood, came in huge
arterial gushes to gorge its deflated veins.

Thus Helen found it—asleep under the miditmuner
sun. Walking to her destination, she met few people;
after the hot ' 'buses rattled by, the streets were desert-

ed save for nn occasional buck-board or slow ox-team
cl.ewing tho peaceful cud at ^he wooden sidewalk. When,
later, she walked those hot streets on that most weari-
bome of occupations, the search for an occupation, she
became f\miliar with the city's more intimate topogra-
phy—the huf;e concrete foundations, vacant, gaping as
though at the folly which planned them and their super-
structures, the aerial castles that blew up with the boom;
the occasional brick blocks that raised hot red heads
proudly above surrounding buildings, the river, with its

treacherous peace; old Fort Garry, which she i-^peoplcd

with governors, commissioners, factors, and trappers of

the Hudson Bay Company.
Also she grew sensitive to its varied life, easily distin-

guishing between emigrants, who were injected by daily
spurts into the streets, the city's veins, from the old-
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timers

—

remittance-men, in yellow cordi and putties;
trappers from Keewatin, Athabasca, the Great Slave
Lake, in fringed moose-skins; plethoric English farmers,
or gaunt Canadian settlers from the rich valley round-
about; Indians of many tribes—Cree, Sioux, Ojibway;
the heterogeneous mixture that yet lacked a drop of
the Yankee or continental blood which would flow, ten
years later, in a broad river over the American border.
But this was after she had fallen into her place in the
household of Glaves's big sister among a scattering of

teachers, up for the Normal course, a brace of lawyers,
three store-keepers, and a Scotch surgeon.

Just "hat or where that place was would be hard to
say, seeing that it varied with the view-point of each
lodeer, nor remained the same in the opinion of any

ific one. Thus did she shine, for one whole week,
particular star in the heaven of an English teacher,

a mercurial lad of twenty; then having rejected his heart
wi • a pecuniary attachment of thirty-five dollars per

mensem, she fell like a shooting-star and became a mere
receptacle for his succeeding passions, which averaged
three a month. His fellow-teachers swung on an op-
posite arc. Canadians, and mostly recruited from the
country, the soil still clung to their heavy boots. The
profession, its aims and objects, formed their staple of

conversation. Deeply imbued with the sense of the
central importance of pedagogy in the scheme of things,

they wore an air of owlish wisdom that was incompati-
ble with the contemplation of such sublunaiy things as

girls. Having wives, it was not to be expected that the
store-keepers could notice a young person whose attrac-

tions so far exceeded her known acquaintance, and
though the surgeon, a young man prodigiously bony as

to the leg and neck, really worshipped her from behind
the far folds of his breakfast newspaper, thought trans-
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ference still lay in the womb of future humbuggeiy and
she catalogued him as injuriously cold.

From this conglomerate of humanity she gained one
friend, the young wife of a lawyer who had lately come
West. Prettily dark as Helen was delicately fair, each
made a foil for the other, which necessary base for
feminine friendships being established, their relations
were further cemented by an equal loneliness, and made
more inter' 'mg by the e.:pectation of an event. As it

was not yet ic^shionable to shoo the stork away from the
roof-tree, behold the pair fussing and sewing certain
small garments with much tucking, trimming, insertion-
ing, regulating said processes by the needs of some future
mystery dight "shortening"—all of which brought Helen
mixed feelings. The young husband's part in said opera-
tions was particularly trying. Supposedly immersed in
his paper of evenings, he would watch them over the tip
with a delighted sagacity akin to the knowing look which
a bull-dog bestows on a crawling kitten. At times, too,
he vould descend upon the work and lay wee undervests
out on his big palm, tie ridiculously small caps over his
shut fist, ask absurd questions, and generally display the
manly ignorance so sweet to the wifely soul; while Helen
sat, a silent spectator of their happiness. It is a ques-
tion which the acquaintance brought her most, pain or
pleasure.

The tale of the boarders would not be complete with-
out mention of Jean Glaves, a buxom woman, fair of
hair, whose strong, broad face seemed to incarnate the
very spirit of motherhood. With her Helen's place was
never in doubt. Opening her big heart, she took the
lonely girl right in, and proved a veritable fount of energy
in her disheartening search for work.

In this her first experience conformed to that usual
with a worldng-girl—she shivered under icy stares, shrank
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from the rude r ' ufEs of busy men, and blushed under
smiles of idle ones; sustained the inevitable insult at the
hands of a rascally commission broker at the end of one
day's employment. His quick, appraising glance, fol-
lowing a first refusal, would have warned a sophisticated
business woman, but the innocence which betrayed
Helen later proved her best prottotion. The horror in
her eyes, childlike look of hurt surprise, set the dull reds
of shame in the fellow's cheeks, but she was out in the
street with hat and jacket while he was still muttering
his apology. Yet his grossness fell short of the vile cir-
cumspection of her next employer. A smug pillar of
society and something in a church, caution would not
permit him to stake reputation against possible pleasure
on a single throw, yet she labored under no illusions as to
the motive behind her second discharge.
"Oh, I can't bear it! I just can't try again!" she

cried that night to Jean Glaves.
"You won't have to, dearie," the big woman com-

forted, and having tucked her comfortably upon her
own lounge with a wet cloth upon her aching head, she
went straight to the Scotch surgeon's room.
Her choice of confidant may have been due either to

intuition or knowledge of what was going on behind the
ramparts of the young man's breakfast paper. The
event proved it wise, for his giraffe neck lengthened
under his angry gulps, his bony hands and nodding head
emphasized and attested Jean's scathing deliverence
upon men in general. "The scoundrel!" he exclaimed,
when she paused for lack of breath. "The scoundrel!
I'd flog him mysel' but for the scandal. But see you
he '11 no' go unpunished. He 's a bid in for the hospital
supplies, and I'll be having a word with the head doctor."
And thus, later, was the smug villain hit to the tune of
some hundreds in his tenderest place, the pocket.

a9S



THE SETTLER

11

Not content with future revenge, the Scotchman's
sympathy expressed itself in practical suggestion. "If
ye'd think, Mistress Glaves"—he always accorded Jean
the quaint title, and it fell gracefully from his stiff lips

—

"now if ye'd suppose the yoimg leddy would like to try

her hand at nursing, there's a vacancy in the hospital."

While he hesitated, Jean literally grabbed opportunity
by the collar. "You come along with tt'e."

Introduced a few seconds thereafter to man and sub-
ject, Helen exclaimed that she would love the work;
nor were her thanks less sincere for being couched in

stereotyped form. How could she thank him? Being
sincere to the point of pain, after the fashion of his

nation, the yotmg man had almost answered that the

obligation lay with him in that his studies behind the
newspaper would be furthered and facilitated. He re-

plied, instead, that the pay would be small, the work
hard.

Not to be discouraged, she was thus launched upon
what, in her condition, was the best of possible careers.

For the mental suffering which, lacking an outlet, bmns
inwardly till naught is left of feeling but slag and cinders,

becomes the strongest of motor forces when expended in

service for others. Throwing herself body and soul into

the new work, she forgot the suspicion, scandal that had
lately embittered her days, and had such surcease of

loneliness that in one month the lines of pain disappeared

from around her eyes, her drooping mouth drew again
into the old firm tenderness.

Besides content, the month brought her other satisfac-

tions. Owing to lack of accommodation at the hospital,

she still slept at the boarding-house, and dropping into

Jean Glaves's room for a chat one evening, she found her
conversing with a girl of her own age. She would have
retired but that Jean called her back. "Don't go! We
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were talking of you. This is Miss Dorothy Chester, who
used to board with me. Miss Chester—Mrs. Morrill."

There was, of course, nothing in the names to convey
the significance of the introduction to either. After that
period of secret study which is covered by the feminine
amenities, each decided that she liked the other. Helen
gladly accepted Doiothy's invit ''nn to call, and in this
ordinary fashion began a mome i ..ous acquaintance that
soon developed thi igh natural arfinity into one of those
rare and softly beautiful friendships which are occasion-
ally seen between women. And as friendship means
association in a city that has no theatre and few amuse-
ments, it soon happened that any evening might see
Dorothy in Helen's room, or Helen on the way to her
friend's hotel. Naturally Helen quickly learned that her
friend's father and lover were head engineers on Carter's
road, and that she had visited them in camp; and as
Dorothy was as willing to talk of her novel experience
as Helen to Usten, imagine the pair in the former's cosey
bedroom, one snugged up on a lounge, the other coiled
in some mysterious feminine fashion on pillows at her
side, fair girl hanging on dark girl's lips as she prattled
of Carter, or joining in speculations as to —hat kind of a
woman his wife might be.

She positively jumped when Dorothy declared one
evening: "I'm sure he still loves her. Ernest says that
he scoured the city for her; only gave up when he felt

sure thui, she had gone East to her friends. When the
road is finished, he is going back to look for her."

He had searched for her! Still loved her! It rhymed
with her deft fingers rolling bandages; tuned her feet as
she bore medicine-trays from ward to ward; ousted the
dry anatomical terms of the daily lecture from their
proper place in her mind. The thought illtunined her
face so that maimed men twisted on their cots to watch
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her down the ward. Meeting her on the main stairs, one
day. Carruthers, the Scotch surgeon, ahnost mistook her
for the Virgin Mother in the stained window above the
landing. He searched for met is going back East to look
for me/ The days spun by to that magical refrain.

Why, in view of all this, did she not confide in Dorothy ?

Though its roots grip deep down in woman nature, the
strange, contradictory, inconsequential, yet wise woman
nature, the reason lies close to the surface. Physically
akin to the impulse which urges a shy doe to fly from its

forest mate, her feeling flowed, mentally, from injured
wifehood. For all her natural sweetness and joy over
the thought of reunion, she was not ready to purchase
happiness with imconditional surrender; to make over-
tures directly, or through Dorothy, that might be con-
strued as a bid for executive clemency. As he had de-
serted her, so he must return; and that prideful resolu-
tion was strengthens; and justified by the suffering which
had immeasurably exceeded her fault. Yes, first he must
return, then— would ihe instantly forgive him? Any
lover can answer the question; if not, let him consult
his sweetheart. "I'd make him suffer!" she will cry,
gritting pretty teeth. So Helen. Very xmchristian,
wicked, but natural.

No, she did not confide in Dorothy, went quietly about
her bu.siness, hugging her sweet secret to her own soul,
until— But this summary of her thought and feeling
would not be complete without mention of ?. last, per-
haps greatest, oatisfaction—her joy in reading newspaper
accounts of Carter's progress. Editorials, politics, re-
ports, she read all, day by day, glowing over red-hot
denunciations of the monopoly while she thi,aght what
good men the editors must be, and how intelligen-, to so
clearly discern her husband's merits. She was mightily
troubled by the insatiate appetite of the Devil's Muskeg,
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studying its rapacious dietary as though it were a dia-

betes patient. She triumphed when Carter successfully

treated its ineffable hunger with vegetarian diet of saw-

dust; shivered when he was refused a crossing of the

trunk line; thrilled over the battle when Bender and
the woodmen beat back the monopoly's levies while the

trackmen laid the "diamond," and grew sick with fear,

as before mentioned, when she heard the newsboys cry-

ing 0"+ Carter's final repulse as she was walking home to

her raom about eight o'clock one evening.

Though veiy tired, she immediately turned in her

agitation, and, undeterred by the continent of blue-print

uniform that spread below her brown ulster, she hurried

to Dorothy's hotel, an old caravansary that had survived

two rebellions and the bursting of the boom. Once chief

of the city's hostelries, the old house still attracted peo-

ple who preferred its solid comfort to the gilt, lacquer,

garish splendors of more modem rivals. The parlor in

which she waited while her name was taken up to

Dorothy, was panelled with sombre woods; her feet

literally sank in a pile carpet, thick, green, and dark

as forest moss. Walls were upholstered in hammered
leather; chairs, heavy table, massive furnishings, all

wtre of black oak. The portraits of governors, high

commissioners, and chief factors of the Hudson Bay
Company, soldiers and traders or both, seemed ready to

step down from their frames to engage in wise council

and issue fiats that would set a hundred tribes in motion.

Time stood still in that solid atmosphere. Heavy odors

of leather and wood, the pervading feeling of peaceful

age combined to soothe her fretted nerves, and she had
just relaxed her tired body "'ithin the embrace of a

mighty chair when passing f. ps and a voice brought
her up, tense and rigid.

Returning ] .; then, the beu-boy repeated her que8-
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tion: "Gentlemen who just passed, Miss ? Mr. Greer andMr. Smythe people that are financing the new line, and

J.twr^'"' '.
^^^'^ contractor. They are dining herewith the general manager of the trunk line. If you'dhke to see them." he added, interpreting her interest as

cunosjty. just step this way. They've all gone in. andyou can peep through the glass doors. It's that darkm the passage no one will see you."
As she tiptoed after him down the dark hallway he

whispered further-"Reminds me of them old Romans
the general manager; them fellows that used to invite aman to a poisoned dinner. He's got those chaps shooedup into a comer, and now he's going to kill their financial
goose over the cigars and wine. Sure. Miss, everybody
knows that Greer's . .1 his last legs. Bit off more than
he could chew w'len he went to railroading; but old
Brass Bowels will trest his indigestion. That's him
stout gent with his back this way. Greer and Smythe's
either side of him. That's Mr. Carter opposite. T'other
gentleman, Mr. Sparks, is general superintendent of the
western division."

Slipping by the others her glance glued—the term is
eschewed by purists, who ironically inquire if the adhe-
sive used was of the carpenter variety, but it exactly
descnbes her steadfast gaze—her glance glued to Carter's
tace. From above an arc lamp streamed white lightdown upon him, darkening the hollows under his eves
raising his strong features in bold relief. This be it
remembered, was the first she had seen of him since he
oroke m upon the Ravell dinner-party, black, sooty,
smellmg evilly of sweat and smoke. And now he sat
with a waiter behind his chair, at meat with the greatestman in the north, at a table that was spread with plate.
cut-glass, hnen. all of a costly elegance that transcended
her own expenence. The champagne bucket, at his
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elbow, of solid silver, with gold-crusted bottles thrusting
sloping shoulders out of cracked ice. the last accessory of
luxunous living, took on wonderful significance in that
It accentuated to the last degree their changed positions.
For surely the gods had turned the tables by bringing
her in print hospital uniform and shabby ulster to wit-
ness this crowning of his development.
Be sure she felt the contrast. How could she do other-

wise ?_ Yet her feeling lacked the slightest touch of
humihation. Above such snobbishness, she was filled
by joy and pride in his achievement, joined with tremu-
lous fear, for t'le bell-boy's remarks had quickened her
apprehension. That distinguished company, costly ap-
pointment', perfect service, impressed her as little as it
did Carter, which is saying a good deal, for the pomp of
civilization counts more with women than men, and he
was bearing himself with the easiness of one who has
conquered social circumstance. He chose the right fork
for his salad, knife for his butter; broke his bread deh-
cately, trifled with green olives as if bom to the taste-
though this edible presented itself as a new and bitter
experience—small things and foolish if made an end in
themselves, yet important in that, with improper usage,
they become as barbed thorns in the side of self-respect!
Significant things in Carter's case because they showed
that he had applied to his social relations the same
shrewdness, common-sense, keen sight that was making
him successful in large undertakings.
Of course she noted his improvement ? That he no

longer used knife for spoon, squared elbows over his head,
sopped bread in gravy? On the contrary, she saw only
his face, dark and stem save when a smile brought the
old humor back to his mouth. Her hungry eyes traced
Its every line, marking the minutest changes wrought
by thought, care, sorrow, time's graving tools. Hands
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pressing her breast, she struggled for his voice with thick
oak and heavy plate-glass, and so stood, wrapped up in
hiin and their past, till the bell-boy spoke.

"Miss Chester said you was to go right up. Miss."
She jumped, and her tremulous fear took form in

words. "You are sure the general manager will—"
"—Do things to 'em ?" he finished, as he led her up.

stairs. "They're dead ones. Miss."



XXVIl

THB NATURK OP THB CIMCH

THE bell-boy was not alone in his opinion. Through
that summer twenty thousand settler farmers nad

kept suspicious tab on the monopoly, and now that it felt
the clutch reclosing on its throat, the entire province had
flamed up in wrath and fear. Press, legislature, and pul-
pit denounced the refusal of a crossing that was without
shadow of a claim in equity, and was plainly intended
to kill competition by tedious and costly litigatioi. In
town, village, on trail, at meeting, wherever two sittlers
were gathered together, the general manager's action
was damned in no uncertain terms. Indignation flowed
like a tidal-wave over the plains. Skimming low with
the north wind, an aoronaut would have heard the hum
of speech rise from the face of the land, angry and con-
tinuous as the buzz of swarming bees. It had pealed
out in clarion triumph, that b-ige vox humana, when the
''diamond" was laid after desperate fighting; it swelled
in furious discordance when, the previous day. Carter's
men were forced back by sheer weight of the levies that
the general manager had gathered and brought in from
the sections along three thousand miles of track.

It was one of those situations which require only a
touch of demagoguery to wreak great harm. Insurrec-
tion hung thick in the air. Secession and coalescence
with the United States were openly advocated by men
who later read with astonishment their own words in the
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papers of that stormy time. Thousands of armed set-
tlers waited only for the word to fall upon the monopoly's
levies, but in face of united public opinion, backed by an
mflamed press. Carter and his people remained quiescent
—supinely quiescent, according to certain editorials.
A morning paper recalled its prediction of months ago:

"We warned Mr. Carter not to be deceived by the
monopoly's complaisance in bringing his construction
outfit and supplies out from the East over its tracks.
The concession was merely bait for the trap, analogous
to the handing of a rope to a fool wherewith to hang
himself. We are loath to quote the old proverb against
Mr. Carter, yet were it not for the fact that the monopoly
snaps its fingers in the face of this province through him,
we should be tempted to show satisfaction at the plight
to which his fatuous self-confidence has brought him."
The article closed with a vivid word picture of the

general manager chuckling d la Mephistopheles in the
privacy of his luxurious office; which, perhaps, approxi-
mated the reality more closely than that in the minds of
the laity. For a composite of the popular impression
would have shown the entire railroad pantheon, gener-
al manager, department heads, with their clerks, sub-
heads, assistants, and deputy assistants, all very lofty
of brow and solemn of face, in session over the crisis.
The reality was much more prosaic. Indifferent to

the newsboys, who were crying his crimes on the streets,
the general manager sat in the office of the division
superintendent that morning, chair tilted back, feet on
the table, thumbs comfortably bestowed in the arm-
holes of his vest. It has remained for a practical busi-
ness age to clothe itself in the quintessence of ugliness.
Imagine Julius Cssar in a tuxedo, Hamlet wearing a
stove-pipe hat! His black coat, check trousers would
have pleased a grocer's fancy in Sunday wear, and it
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were difficult to realize that their commonplace uglinesi
clothed a power greater than Cssar's -the ability to
create and people provinces, to annihilate and build up
towns, to move cities like checkers over the map; harder
still to listen to his curt speech, issuing from blue tobacco
smoke, and believe that an empire larger than ancient
Rome paid him tribute, that the blood and sweat of a
generation had gone co grease his juggemautal wheels.
Yet the speech itself certified to the power.
"We made a mistake, Sparks; but who could foresee

this fellow Carter .' Here's the N. P. msting for a chance
to cut in over the border. Give them that crossing and
old Jim Ball will place their bonds for any amount in ex-
change for reciprocal running arrangements. So we've
got to make a quick kilUng. Buy 'em out, lock, stock,
and barrel, while the fear of God's in their hearts. They
must sell—look at this Bradstreet report on old Greer's
assets. Just about at the end of his string. So T want
you to write and invite them to dinner to-night—Greer,
Smythe, and Carter—though the order ought to be re-
versed

; he's the brains of the business. Draw it mild
—conference with a view to amicable arrangement of
points at issue, and so forth. But when we once get
them there—" His nod was brutal in its significance.
Equally wide of popular conception was the scene in the

banking office of Greer & Smythe when the invitation
was delivered. Carter, who swung an easy leg from his
favorite perch on the table, seemed to have thrived on
defeat; the most elastic imagination would have failed
to invest him with the weight of a people's cares. In-
deed, he laughed when the lior partner handed him the
general manager's note.

"Hum! 'Will you walk into my parlor, said the
spider to the fly!' What do I make of it ? That's easy.
Has us going—or tbimts he h —and is aching to deliver
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the knock-out. A million to a minute he wantt to buy
ut out."

"Well, he never willl" Red and plethoric, the tenior
partner sprang up. An elderly man, his clear eye«,
honest face, framed in white side-whiskers of the Dun-
dreary style, all stamped him as belonging to the old-
fashioned school of finance which aimed always to
advance the civic interest while turning an honest pen-
ny. "No, sir!" he reiterated. "We'll break first; and
goodness knows that i i not so far away. Yesterday I

approached Murray, of the North American Bank, but
he answered me in his broad Scotch: 'Hoots, mon!
get your crossing first. Get your crossing an' we'll
talk." And so with Butler, Smith, and others who prom-
ised support."

"Cold feet, eh?" Carter commented. "They'll warm
them presently chasing themselves for a chance to
come in."

The old gentleman ran on in his indignation. "Yes,
we are about at the end of our financial string, but we
would rather dangle there than yield to these pirates.
Am I right, sir?"

Smythe, a younger man, lean, laconic, and dark as
the other was stout, florid, nodded, and his vigorous
answer was untainted by a suspicion of compromise.
"Surely, sir! But if Mr. Carter's plan fails—" His
shrug supplied the hiatus.

Carter answered the shrug. "It won't fail." He held
up the invitation. "But, sayl Fancy—to-day, of all

days?"

"Of course we won't go," Smythe frowned.
"Of course we will," Carter grinned. "Think what it

means ? Besides blinding them to the trap, we shall be
there when it springs, and I wouldn't miss Brass Bowels'
face for a thousand, cash. Let me see; the bid is for
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eight-thirty. Western flyer i« due at Portage station
nine-fifteen. He'll hardly broach business before the
coffee, and with any kind of luck we ought to serve him
up a beautiful case of indipes.ion."

"With luck?" the senior partner echoed.
"With or without. Everything is planned beyond

possibility of failure. Mr. Chester goes with Mr. Hart
on the construction - train, while Bender keeps things
humming at the crossing. By-the-way, he's in the outer
office now, with Hart, waiting for last orders, and if you
don't mind I'll have them in. I wouldn't take a chance
even on your clerks."

In view of just such a contingency. Bender had in-
vested his bulk with store clothes of that indescribable
pattern and cut which fulfils lumberman ideals. From
his mighty shoulders a quarter-acre of black coat fell

half-way down worsted pantaloons that were displaying
an unconquerable desire to use the wrinkles of high
bools as a step-ladder to his knees. As collars did not
come in sizes for his red throat, he had compromised
on a kerchief of gorgeous silk, and a soft hat, flat and
black, completed a costume that was at once his pride
and penance. In the luxurious office, with its rich fittings
in mahogany and leather, he loomed larger than ever;
was foreign as a bear in a lady's boudoir. Uncomforta-
bly aware of the fact, he took the chair which the senior
partner offered with a sigh of relief, and was fairly com-
fortable till the position discovered its own disadvantages—while his coat announced every movement with minia-
ture feux de joie from bursting seams, his trousers ascend-
ed his boots as a fireman goes up a hotel escape. To
which sources of discomfort was added the knowledge
that his face mapped in fair characters the fluctuations
of the recent combat. But he forgot all—scars, raiment,
unconventional bulk—as soon as he began to talk.
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" All ready," he replied to Carter's question. " Buckle

has been round the camp some lately. Only this morn-
ing I caught him talking to Michigan Red. It's a cinch

that he was spotting for the railroad, but as I knew
you'd as lief he'd tip us off as not, I didn't bust his head.

Jes' allowed I didn't see him."

"Yes, let him talk," Carter replied, relative to the

broken contractor. "But"—he addressed the surveyor—"there's no whispering in your outfit?"

"Couldn't be," the young fellow laughed. "Mr. Ches-

ter only told me an hour ago. The men know nothing

—

mW know nothing up to the moment we pull into

Prairie."

"Good. Now, you are to leave at dusk, and don't

forget to grab the operator before he can rattle a key.

But turn him loose as soon as you are through and let

him wire in the news. And you, Bender, start in at

eight, keep 'em busy as long as you can, then load what's

left of you in a flat-car and steam round for Mr. Hart."

"What's left of me?" Bender growled, as he walked
with the surveyor down-street a few minutes later.

"Hum! Give me the Cougar and an even hundred of

old-style Michigan men, and I'd drive the last of Brass

Bowels' tarriers into the Red and beat you out laying

the diamond. But, Lordy, what's the use o' talking!

The old stock petering out an' the new's jes' rotten with

education. They'd sooner work than fight, an' loaf than

either, for they ain't exactly what you'd call perticler

hell on labor. What's left of me? Well, there'll be

some fragments, I guess. While I was hanging round I

picked up an odd score of Oregon choppers that blew in

here las' week. Brass Bowels' agent tried for 'em, but

they'd lumbered with me in British Columbia. Come
out an' see 'em. They're beauties."

Perhaps they were, for standards of beauty, morality,
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of any old thing, are merely relative and depe.-.d .r. much
on local color. To Hart, who revi wi d the "beauties"
in Bender's camp, they seemed t!>f most unr litigated

ruffians in his railroad experience; bat as tiie> strut on
this small section of the world-stage for "Positively one
appearance only," let them be judged by their record in

the rough work of that night; by the way in which they
bore themselves in the roar, surge, and tumble of a losing

fight, the echoes of which alarmed the dark city and
came with the soup to the general manager's dinner;
and let him dehver their valedictory to his guests at table.

Throwing a telegram—which a waiter brought in just
after Helen went up-stairs—across to Carter, the mag-
nate remarked: "That big foreman of yours has been at
it again. He has put two of our heaviest engines into
the ditch and ten men into hospital. Not bad, but—he
didn't lay the diamond."

"Oh, well," Carter shrugged, "better luck next time."
"Ah, yes—the next time?" Repeating the phrase

with dubious inflection, he went on with his dinner, and
for an hour thereafter no one heard the rattle of the
skeleton behind the feast. He acted the perfect host,

easily courteous, pleasant, anxious for the preference of

his guests. As he ran on, drawing from the sources of a
wide and unusual experience for his dinner chat, it was
curious to note the shadings in his manner. Addressing
the partners, he seemed to exhale rather than evidence
a superiority which, on their part, they countenanced
by an equally subtle homage. Integrity and depreca-
tion of his policy and methods were dominated by the
orthodox business sense which forced subconscious recog-
nition of his title as king of their business world. With
Carter, however, he was frankly free, as though they
two had been section-men eating their bite together on
a pile of ties, and doubtless the difference in his man-
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ner sprang from some such feeling. For whereas the
partners were born to their station, he recognized Carter
as a product—unfinished, but still a product—of the forces
which had produced himself and a dozen other kings and
great contractors of the constructive railroad era. With-
out invidious distinction or neglect of the others, he yet
made him the focus of attention.

"We heard all about your sawdust grades," he compli-
mented, with real cordiality. "A mighty clever idea, sir;

pity you couldn't patent it—though we are glad you can-
not, for we intend to apply it on all our Rainy River
muskegs."

Approaching business at the close of the meal, he was
equally suave. "You are to be complimented upon your
achievement, gentlemen," he said, addressing the part-
ners. "We feel that while supplying n real need of the
province, you have convicted us of remissness. But
now that we do see our duty, it would be equally criminal
for us to leave you the burden of this iieavy responsibility.

We know how it has taxed yoiu: resources "—his gray
eye stabbed the senior partner—"and we are fully pre-
pared to relieve you." Pausing, he Ut a cigar, puffed a
moment, and finished, "We will take the enterprise off

your hands, bag and baggage, on terms that will yield
you a handsome profit."

A pause followed. No man turns from an easy road
to a rocky cUmb without lingering backward glances,
and the partners looked at one another while the general
manager leaned back and smoked with the air of one
who had faithfully performed a magnanimous duty.
Greer spoke first.

"Very kind offer, I am sure."

"Most handsome," Smythe, the laconic, added.
"But—" He glancea at Carter, who finished, "We are
not on the market."
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The manager raised his brows. Expecting a first

refusal, he was slightly staggered and irritated by its

bluntness, yet masked both emotions. "Not on your
own terms?"

"On no terms," Greer emphatically answered; then,

flushing, he added: "Our chief motive in going into this

enterprise, sir, was to bring sorely needed railroad com-

petition into this province. It would not be subserved

by our selling to you."

The manager flicked the ash from his cigar. Then,

while smoking, he regarded the old gentleman from under

bulging lids very much as a curious collector might note

the wriggles of an impaled beetle. "Very laudable in-

tention; does you credit, sir. But you must pardon me
if I doubt that you will carry it to the length of financial

hari-kari. You have heard of that Japanese custom.'

A man commits suicide, empt- js himself upon a cold and
unsympathetic world for the '.''.iCi'.i of his enemy, who
is compelled by custom to go a.iU do likewise. In your

case the sacrifice would be foolish because we shouldn't

follow suit. Now when I spoke of your resources"

—

during an ugly pause his glance flickered between the

partners—"I did not state our exact knowledge of their

extent. You are—practically—broke. In addition, we
have bought up all of your paper that we could find

floating on the market, and three months from now—^we

shall be in a position to demand a receiver in bankruptcy.

Stop!" Frowning down Greer's attempted interruption,

he dropped his suave mask and stood out, the financial

king, brutal, imperious, predatory. "I know what you
would say. Three months is a long time. But no one

will make you a better offer—any offer—till you can cross

our line. You can force a crossing ? Yes, but we'll law

you, badger you, carry the case from court to court up
to the privy council— two years won't make an end.
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In the meantime—" He had thrown himself at them,
beanng down upon them with all the force of his pow-
erful will, of the furiously strong personality that had
crushed financial opposition to plans and projects be-
side which their enterprise was as a grain of sand to the
ocean. Now, in a flash, he became again the polished
host. ' • Take your time, gentlemen. We are in no hurry
Several days, if you choose. But—be advised.

"

But big, strong, and masterful as the manager was
every Goliath has his David, and the first stone in the
forehead came from the sling of Smythe—Smythe, who
had hardly opened his mouth through the meal save for
the admittance of food or drink. Banging the table so
that the glass rang and a champagne bowl flew from its
thin stem, he sprang up, his dark face flushed and defiant.
"We'll take neither your advice nor your time! God
knows that we are hard shoved, but damn a man who
sells his country! And since you have been so out-
spoken, let me tell you that we'll run trains across your
line, and that inside

—

"

"This hour." In its quiet assurance. Carter's inter-
polation came with all the force of an accomplished fact.
The manager started, and the division superintendent
upset his wine. As their backs were tj the door, neither
saw a waiter take a telegram from a messenger-boy, and
sign for its deHvery after a glance at the clock, which
indicated half-past nine. Nor could either fact have the
significance for them that their combination had for
Carter.

The manager recovered his poise even as the waiter
handed the telegram to his colleague, and, though puzzled,
hid the feeling behind a show of confident contempt. '

' I
hardly gather your meaning, but presume you mean-
war?"

Missing the superintendent's sudden consternation, bf
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was going on. "Very well. I had hoped—" when the
former pulled his sleeve. "What's this .'"

He stared blankly at the words: "Construction-train,
with men and Gatling-guns, across our tracks at Prairie.
Number ten, Western Mail, held up with three hundred
passengers."

During an astonished silence, the partners watched the
manager, who looked at Carter, who lightly drummed on
the table. "Your train?" he went on, slowly, with
words that evidenced his flashing insight into the situa-
tion. " Hum! Sawdust, eh r Came down the spur you
laid to the Portage Mills at Prairie; grabbed our opera-
tor; then extended the mill-switch across our tracks.
Know how to kill tvvo birds with one stone, don't you?"
During a second silence he fenced glances, nervously

fingering the telegram, then suddenly asked: "What's
the use ? You can't hold it ?"

"With two Catlings and five hundred men—five thou-
sand, if I need them?"
"The law's against you."
"As it is against you at the crossing. Possession is

said to be nine of its points, anyway, so we have you
just nine-tenths to the bad.

'

' Slightly smiling, ho quoted

:

"'We'll law you, badger you, carry the case from court
to court up to the privy council—two years won't make
an end.'"

The manager raised heavy lids. "In three months
we'll break you."

Carter shrugged. '

'Who knows ? In the mean time

—

your traffic will be suspended ?"

Through all the superintendent had fidgeted nervous-
ly; now hi broke in: "Pish, man! We'll build round
your old train in six hours."

"Will you?" Without even a glance in his direction,
Carter ran on, addressing the m ; lager: "You see, land
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is that cheap since the boom that we took options on a
right of way from Prairie clean up to the north pole and
down to the American border. No, you won't go around
us, but we shall go round you and come into this burg
south of your tracks

"

"But you're out of law," the superintendent angrily
persisted. "You haven't the shadow of a right

—

"

"Oh, shut u ->, Sparks," the manager impatiently inter-
rupted. " What has right to do with it ? He's got us
in the door and it's no use squealing. Now "—the glance
he turned on Carter was evenly compounded of hostility
and admiration—"terms? '.''ou'll release our train—"
"When you cede our legal crossing, and call off your

dogs. We'll hold Prairie till every man Jack of your
guards is shipped out of the city."

"Could you have the papers drawn—" He had in-
tended "to-night," but he paused as Greer drow them
from, an inner pocket and his iron calm dissolved in
comical disgust. " Hum! You're not timid about grab-
bing time by the forelock. But, let me see!"
Once more the arc lights could be lieard sputtering.

In that tense moment their own fortunes swung in the
balance with the welfare of a province, and while the
manager read they waited in silence. Trimming the
end of a cigar with careful precision. Carter masked all

feehng, but the partners could not hide their nervous-
ness—Smythe fidgeted, Greer locked and unlocked
clasped fingers. Both held their breath till the man-
ager's pen made a rough scratch on the silence.

A good loser, he said, as Greer rose after buttoning
his coat over the precious document: "Don't go, gen-
tlemen—at least till we have drunk the occasion. I see
another bottle there in the ice."

And his toast, "To our next merry meeting," formed
the premise of the deduction which Carter returned to
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Greer's relieved exclamation when they stood, at last,
alone in the street.

"Thank God I It is over
! '

'

"On the contrary, it is just begun."
Passing under a street lamp, its white light revealed

the pale disturbance which banished the senior partner's
flushed content. Stopping dead, he agitatedly seized
Carter's arm.

"You don't suppose he will go back on his—"
"Signature? No, he won't repeat. He's done with

the crossing."

"Then we can weather through," Greer said, and
Smythe echoed his sigh of reUef.

"But^" Carter quoted the bucolic proverb which
recites the many ways in which a pig may be killed other
than by a surfeit of butter.

"But what can he do?" Greer persisted.

"Don't know," Carter slowly answered. "Only a
man don't have to look at that bull-dog jaw of his a
second time to know that he'll do it, and do it quick."

"I'd give a good deal to know," Smythe frowned, then
smoothed his knotted brow as he laughed at Carter's
rejoinder.

"I'd give three cents myself."
Not feeling sleepy, Carter walked on after he had

dropped the partners at their respective doors, aim-
lessly threading the dark streets that gave back his
hollow foot-fall; and so passing, by chance, under Helen's
window, he brought a pause in the anxious meditation
which had kept her restlessly tossing, and set her to
momentary speculations as to the owner of that firai
and hea'-y tread. She listened, listened till it ^ew
fainter and died as he turned the comer. Keeping on
in the cool silence, he presently came to the Red River
suspension bridge, where he paused and leaned on the
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parapet at the very spot from which she loved to watch
Indians and chattering squaws float beneath in quaint
birch canoes. There was, of course, nothing to warn
him of the fact any more than she could have guessed
him as owner of the soUtary foot-fall. He thought of her,
to be sure. Always she stood in the background, ready
to claim him whenever press of affairs permitted reflec-
tion; and now she thrust in between him and the twin-
kling lights of the sleeping city. Where was she.? And
doing—what .? How much longer before he could go in
search of her? After long musing he swept the weary
inter%'ening days away with an impatient gesture, and
his longing took form in muttered speech:
"How long? My God! how much longer?"
The thought brought him back to his work and the

events of the evening. What would be the manager's
next move ? He gazed down into the dark river intently,
as though he expected its hoarse voice to give answer!
But though he canvassed, as he thought, every possi-
bility, the rcaUty—which presented itself a week or so
after he resumed operations in the Silver Creek forests-
was beyond the range of his thought.
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THB STRIKE

AS aforesaid, it was the unexpected that opposed
/-\ Carter with a visage of stony calm when he came
from Wmmpeg out to the " Ragged Lands " a week or so
later. For whereas he had left the camp convulsed in
throes of constructive labor, the whistle of his engine
raised piercing echoes; no other sounds disturbed the
sleepmg forest. In the cut south of the camp he passed
the big digger, at rest from the roar, rattle, and clank
of chains, hiss of escaping steam. The pile-driver loomed
Idly on a distant trestle. When engine and caboose
stopped opposite the cook-house, ho saw that the camp—
which ought to have been empty—teemed with men.
He shrugged when Hart, who was with him, ex-

claimed in wonder: "Can't prove it by me. But we'll
soon know. There's Bender—coming from the office."

"Strike," the giant replied to their questioning.
"Teamsters, graders, bridge and track men, all went out
at noon. What for? God knows; but I allow that
Buckle could tell. He wasn't hanging round the Winni-
peg camp for nothing. I'm sorry now—" His bunched
fists, big as mauls, fully explained his regret, and in-
dicating a group which was arranging its progress so as
to make the office door with Carter, he finished: "But
if you're hankering for reasons, consult them gentlemen.
It's a depytation—by its scowl. An' it's loaded to the
muzzle with statistics to fire at you."
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Following his finger, Carter noted that Michigan Red
was of the deputation, but when it ranged up at the tent
door in sheepish yet defiant array, that worthy hung
modestly in the rear, permitting a big teamster from the
Silver Creek settlements to act as spokesman. Blunt,
honest, tenacious as a bull-dog in holding to an idea[
the man was an ideal tool for unscrupulous han Is; but
though he instantly divined the reasons behind his
leadership. Carter listened quietly to his tale—the old
tale—overwork, poor food, underpay.

His a_ /er was equally quiet. "You are certainly
to be pitied, Bill; breaks me all up just to think of your
wrongs. I've always admired your thrift, and I sym-
pathize with your desire to raise the mortgage off your
farm. Took you five years to put it on, did.-'t it, Bill?
And you are calculating t j-ay it off in the next two
months. Well, perhaps—uut you'll have to screw it out
of some one else than me."

Shuffling uneasily, the teamster glanced at his back-
ers, who, equally nonplussed, gazed at one another. For
yhere an angry, or even a plain answer would have merely
incited them to dogged opposition, this quiet ridicule
sapped conceit in their cause, besides conveying an
alarming suggestion of strength in reserve.

"Then you don't allow to fall in with our notions?"
The spokesman returned after a whispered conference.
"Meaning—an hour Ic ;s and a dollar more? You're

sure a psychic. Bill; plumb wasted on railroading.
Open an office in town and go to fortune-telling ;ind
you'd pull that plaster off your homestead inside a
month."
Assured that there was no hurry, that he could take a

week to consider the matter, he gravely added: "Obliged
to you. Bill; but I don't allow to require it. The world,
you'll remember, was made in six days, and this isn't
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near such a big job. No time like the preient, and here'i
my answer—same hours, same grub, same pay. U'«
fortune-telling or present rates for yours. Bill."
Through all he entirely ignored the delegation, and

now he leaned in the door, idly watching as it made its
way across the camp and was swallowed in the crowd
of strikers about the bunk-house. But his face fell as he
stepped inside beyond eye and ear shot. "Serious?"
he repeated Hart's question. "Couldn't be worse. Not
one of those fellows could make a auarter of the wages
or live half as well on the farm, but they'd hog it all if

I died in the ditch. But there's more behind this than
their spite and greed. You see, we have just about pulled
old Murray in for funds to make a clean finish, and if he
gets wind of this he'll crawfish like a one-legged crow.
I must go back at once. And you. Bender—you, also]
Hart—see to it that not even a dog crawls out of this
camp until I return."

"To keep these chaps guessing," he added, after a
moment's dark reflection, "I'd better slip out after dusk.
You go over, Hart, and whisper the engineer to back out
and wait for me at the other side of the cut. Mystery is

good as aces up in any old game, and we can't fog them
too much."

Pulling out at dark, he made the run back to town-
fifty miles—in an hour and a quarter, reckless running oa
unballasted road. Murray must be fully committed be-
fore the news leaked out. We must get him, must get
him, must, must, must! The wheels clicked it, the steam
hissed it, the fire roared it, the wind shrieked the im-
perative refrain. But though Bender lived in the strict
letter of his instructions so that a mosquito could scarce
have escaped from the camp; though a man could not
have made the distance in two days on foot, or a wild
goose have passed the throbbing engine as it bounded
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long that raw track, newsboys were yet cryine the
stnke as he came out on Main Street.

Feeling certain that the office would be closed at that
hour, he intended to go straight to Greer's house, but
seeing a light in the partners' room as he came opposite
the building, he went in and found Smythe there, alone
With lean legs thrust out before him. hands deep in
his pockets, shoulders hunched to his ears, his atti-
tude incarnated deep dejection; gloom resided in his
nod.

"Greer?" he said. "At home—sick. You see we
were to have closed the deal with Murray this very even-
ing, and the disappointment just knocked the old man
out. He's been running altogether on his nerve lately
something had to give. Why couldn't this have hap-
pened a day later?"

Answering Carter's question, he Went on: "We heard
It at noon. Papers got out an extra. Presses must have
been running it off before you left."

n "l^T/" ^^Z ''''""''^- "^*'y the men didn't
quit till twol Then as the significance flashed upon
him, he exclaimed: "Brass Bowels for a million' Itwas all cut dried, and laid away for us, and they served
It hot to the minute. Don't—it—beat—helli"

His comical disgust caused Smythe a wintry 'grin but
sobenng. he said: "I wouldn't mind so much for my-
self. Im young enough to do it again. But the old
gentleman-with that nice family! You know he was
just about ready to retire; only took up this business
from a strong sense of public duty. And now, in his
extremity, every rat financier in this city runs to his
hole in fear of the cat. The poor old man!"

Carter nodded his sympathy. On the occasions that
he visited their house. Greer's wife, a silver-haired old
lady, had vied with her two daughters in pleasant atten-
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to actio?"'
'' '' "°* ""'"*^« '"»' ^ho-Sht to stir him

Jn^^- ^^'u
'" ^^ '*"«'''''• " We are not dead yet To-morrow I„ g, the round of the employment offil^s

despair. Went round myself-this afternoon. Harvest

W1 . T? ''"'" "^^" '^'^'"""''s. Besides BrassBowels has left an order with every agency in town to

•UrS^f^r" '""'T «** ""' '° 'he mountains "

•;The last card ?" Smythe raised his eyebrows.Yes biggest trump m the pack. How long before-"Oh they can't touch us for two months."
tiood! Now Hsten." Glancing around as thn„oh

distrustful of the very walls, he whispered in SmfS
"new bom hf *'^?v^"

''^ 'atter's'dejection Sve
Zd °Wh-7 ^°," ™"'' «° ^''' •"«" fe finished.
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' " ''^^ to-morrow to carry out the
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THE BLUFF

IT
was the fifth day of the strike, and still no sotmd of

labor disturbed the sleeping forest. Quiet and calm,
like that of the Sabbath, brooded over the camp, but not
its peace, for, being well rested, the strikers chafed under
inaction, moving restlessly among the buildings. Mich-
igan Red, to be sure, was dealing interminable poker on
a blanket under a tree, while the yoimger men skylarked
or tried one another out in games, but neither forms of
amusement appealed to the older and more thrifty Ca-
nadians. Secret disquiet, moreover, imderlay even the
nonchalance of the gamblers, for Bender's mysterious
looks and Carter's continued absence were rapidly dis-

integrating the strikers' confidence.

"He ain't here," the giant had answered, when the
committee had called for another conference, and to
fiui;her questioning he had returned an irritating grin.
"When will he be UacKi' That's for us to know an' you
to find out." And so, shorn of its functions, the com-
mittee had languished like a moulting peacock. In ad-
dition, the cook's ominous visage at meal-times bade
the strikers beware that the curse of labor still clung to

the fruits of the earth; and the fact that almost a
month's back pay rested in Carter's hands, served as a
text and lent force to the unpreached sermon. What if

he never came back? The history of Western construc-
tion abounded with cases of absconding contractors, and
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the hostiHty of the monopoly lent substance to the
doubt. Most of them would have hailed Carter's ad-
vent, just then, with real if secret pleasure, and the
general uneasiness manifested itself in a grumbling
remark made as Michigan Red raked a fat "jack-pot^
mto his winnings.

"You're the only one that's making anything these
days.

"That's right," another grumbler added. "An' what's
more, if we're out another five days the raise won't pull
us even by freeze-up. Ten days lost at three-fifty is
thirty-five dollars. Take the extra dollar seven weeks
to make it up—if the frost holds off that long."
Apparently indifferent, Michigan went on with his

deal. "You're hell at figures, Chalky. Where 'd you
learn? Figuring interest on your mortgage.? How
many cards. Bill ?"

But Bill, spokesman of the committee, laid down his
hand. "Look here. Red! Chalky's right. If we hadn't
struck we'd have had a pay-day yesterday, an' if we're
standing to lose that much we can't call it off too soon
for me."
"Nor me."
"Nor me." The voices, pitched in altercation, had

brought the idlers crowding, and the support came in
from all around.

Michigan's teeth gleamed white through his red beard
while his bleak eyes took stock oi the crowding faces as
though calculating just how far envy and avarice would
take them. "You don't stand to lose a cent. Bill.
They've got to finish the contrac' before freeze-up to
reach the tie an' lumber-camps. Otherwise the road 'II

be idle all winter, an' what's a few days' pay alongside
the freight on a hundred million feet of lumber. He's
got to finish it. If he kain't"—pausing, he distributed
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a significant nod around the circle
—

"there's others as

kin an' will."

"But what if he don't come back?"

To the question which expressed the most pregnant

doubt, he returned a second meaning nod. "Same
folks '11 make good."

"Back pay?" Bill pressed.

"Back pay."

"On whose say so?"

"Ain't mine good enough?" RufHing, he turned a

stream of fierce profanity upon Carrots Smith, his ques-

tioner. "Want Bible and oath for yours, eh? There's

some things that kain't be told to idiots
—

"

"Yes, yes. Red!" Bill soothed. "We know—that's all

right. Red. Don't mind him, he's only a suckling Idd."

"Sure, Red! You know what you're talking about.

Go on!" others chorused, and having gained his point by
the show of anger, real or false, the teamster allow^ed him-

self to be placated.

"If 'twas necessary," he continued, "we could tie up

the road with a laborer's lien. But 'twon't be—I have

somebody's word for it. If Carter goes imder, we jes'

go right on."

"With the raise?"

"With the raise."

"But if he comes back ?" Chalky raised another doubt.

"What about lost time? Freeze-up is freeze-up, an' we

kain't make it up if we're docked for the lay-off."

"That's easy. Who's to blame for it ?" He threw it

at the circle.

"Him! He wouldn't give the raise."

"Then let him pay for his fun. We've got him coming

or going, an' we draw time, at the new rates, for every

idle day before we touch a too!. Ain't that right?"

It was not, yet his crooked logic exactly matched their
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envious cupidity. Confidence once more returned; the
younger men returned to their sports; Bill picked up his
hand, and the game proceeded until interrupted, a half-
hour later, by a sudden shout and shrill neighing from
the horse Unes.

"The stallion's loose!"

Shouting, the roustabout tore across the clearing and
just escaped the rush of the vicious brute by nimbly
climbing the projecting logs at the cook-house comers
At hjs cry, a youth dropped the shot he had poised for a
throw, the gamblers their cards, and, balking in the take-
off for a broad jump. Carrots Smith led the rush for
cover. A minute saw them all on top of cook or bunk
houses, and thus defrauded of his preference, the stallion
ran amuck among the horses which were tied at long hay-
racks, kicking, rearing, hiring. Though built massively
of logs, the racks gave way with splintering crashes under
the combined pull of a hundred frightened beasts; and
bunching, the string tore round the clearing, squealing
their fear.

To give the beast ease with his oats, Michigan had
removed the iron muzzle according to his custom, and
now, a free, wild thing, he bounded along in hot pursuit,
curvetmg, caracoling, satanic in his jet-black beauty.
Tossing his wild mane, he would call the mares with
stndulous cachinnations, yet for all his exultant passion
left them to chase a belated teamster, nose lowered, ears
wickedly pricked, thrice around the cook-house. Balked
again, he reared, kicked, and was plunging once mor^
after the string when a whistle outshrilled his neigh, and
an engine with caboose attached rolled out of the cut
south of the camp.
But for the pounding hoofs, the collective whisper,

'It's the boss!" would have carried to Carter, who, with
Smythe, stood looking out at the door of the caboose;

"
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and his first remark, "Regular circus, isn't it?" wag
eminently applicable to the situation. Upholding the

sky's blue roof, black spruce cones formed bulky pillars

for the natural amphitheatre in which the horses circled

and recircled, a kicking, squealing stream, before the

audience on the roofs.

"Where are you going?" Smythe exclaimed, as Carter

leaped to the ground.

"To rope that beast before he runs a season's flesh off

the teams. There" a riata in the office."

" Better shoot him," Smythe counselled. "Here! come

back!" *ut he was al'eady half-way across the clear-

ing.

Choosing his time, he passed from the smithy to the

bunk-house, thence to the cook-house, and so working

from building to building under the eyes of his men, he

gained the office at last and shot in, barely escaping the

mad cavalcade. As he emerged, coiling the riata, Smythe's

gaze drew to a second actor in this woodland drama.

When the poker players broke for cover, Michigan

Red had paused long enough to pocket the stakes along

with his winnings, then picking up the blanket he walked

over to the cook-house, and had watched all from the

angle formed by the jutting comer logs. "A bit closer

would have suited better," he had grumbled, as Carter's

last rush carried him from under the hoofs. Now he

commented: "Going to rope him, are you? Not if I

know it." Knowledge of his fellows' liability to lapses

of hero-worship inhered in his conclusion. "If there's

to be gran'stan' plays I'll make 'em myself."

"Fools!" he snarled, as the beat of feet warned him

that the strikers on the roof were watching Carter, who

had taken position behind the next comer. He heard

also the swish of the circling noose, its quickened whir

as the horses swooped aroimd on the next lap; then, just
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as the band passed, he sprang out, uttering a sudden
harsh command, directly in the stallion's path.
A desperate play, it drew gambler's luck. A frontier

superstition has it that the equine eye magnifies objects
and whether or no the red teamster with his pale-green
face loomed in the stallion's sight as some huge and pas-
sionate fiend, he reared back on strung haunches, plough-
ing the sod in a desperate effort to stop ; and while he hung
in nud-air, Michigan sK-pped and threw his blanket, mata-
dor-fashion, over the ugly head. As the brute settled
on all-fours and stood shivering, Michigan turned, grin-
ning, to reap the fruit of his daring.
But his grin quickly faded, for, flashing on to his pur-

pose. Carter had swung and roped the rat-tailed mare,
the staUion's mate, as the band flew by Worse ! Mich-
igan choked. Almost every man in camp had a grudge
agamst the mare, some vicious lunge or graze from her
snapping teeth, so a dozen strikers had jumped and wer-
helping Carter to choke her down, while the others
cheered them on with approving laughter.

Furious, he yelled
:

'

' What's the matter with you chaps
up there? Taken to roosting like chickens? I'd Uke a
picture of the bunch, it ud pass anywhere for a Methodist
convention. An' you fellows quit yanking that mare
Tain't tug-o'-war you're playing." But he made small
headway against the uproarious tide of yells and laughter
and, remembering his snub, Carrots Smith shouted back,'
"She's doin" most of the pulling, an' if she wants to hane
why let her."

Worst of all, it was Carter who finally interfered on
behalf of the struggling brute, and Michigan chafed at
the ready obedience accorded his orders.
"Thought you fellows was on strike?" he growled at

Brady, the Irish teamster, as he retied the stallion in
the horse lines.
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But wrathfully indicating a bloody bruise on his own
horse, the Inshman hotly retorted. "Faith thin an'
that's no sign that we'll be lettin' them murthering bmtes
av youm chew the necks av our teams? If they was
mine, I'd make wolf-meat av the pair before supper "

Michigan sneered. "Didn't I ketch him myself? An'
then you fellows had to go running your legs off to suit
him. Keep it up, an' it's you an' your strike that'll be
made into hash for his supper."
While Michigan thus tried to scotch incipient sympathy

with rough sarcasm, Carter carried with him to the office
the comfortable assurance that fortune had turned down
to him this accidental trick in a difficult game Shrug-
ging deprecation of Hart's admiring comments on his skill
with the nata, he returned a reminiscence of his cow-
punching days to Smythe's chidings, asserting that the
stallion was not a circumstance to a long-horn steer on
an open prairie. While talking, he helped to arrange
the contents of Smythe's grip on the rough table, piling
greenbacks by denominations between flanking columns
of silver, an imposing array.
"No hurry," he said, when Hart asked if he should

c^I the men. and, lighting a cigar, he drawled a story
which at one time explained his reason and illumined
his plan. "I remember a kid who won three sizes out
of lus class by a little judicious waiting. His dad had
set him a spading stint in the back lot, and when this
other boy bnngs-to on the sidewalk and begins to heave
belligerencies over the fence, he answers, that calm and
deliberate that you'd never think he was burying his
heart under every spadeful. ' Jes' you wait till I finish my
patch. And he goes on digging so cheerfully that the
other kid IS a mite staggered. As I say. he was about
three sizes to the good, but as you'll remember. Napo-
leon s Old Guard could put it all over a young lady's
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^ndnary for hysteria if it was kept too long waitineWatching that slow spade, this lad's imaginatioTweni
to working so hard that he fought that fight thirteen

™ HwIVm^Tv""'""!'''
^""^ ^''* ^^^^ "«"! up he justran like a March hare when the other kid stuck his spade

Vtl Tf•, J'lf r^ ^^" H« *^"Wed on Hart.
I was that glad. I played hookey from school an' wona 1 cking from the old man five sizes larger than I'd havegot from the boy. But it was worth it. I learned that

It always pays to give it time to soak in
"

Outside the strikers furnished a vivid illustration ofthat lesson dunng the next three hours he kept them
waiting. Grouping, they made loud mouths at first
over supposititious wrongs or affected indifference thatwas belied by uneasy glances officeward. Less loqua-
cious at the end of the first hour, the second leftXm
sulten and silent; the third, eaten by suspense. They
started, as at a sudden explosion, when Bender finally
came out; starch blankly when he announced that the
boss was waiting to pay off the camp.
Affording no time for recovery. Hart called the firstname on the pay-roll, and Bender's stentorian bass sent

It rolhng into the woods. "Anderson! Anderson!
Hurry up, Anderson!"
The name chanced to be the property of Bill the

spokesman, but though used as little as his Sunday
clothes, there was more than unfamiliarity behind his
slowness. More tenacious of idea, as aforesaid, than
quick of wit, Bill now found himself without plan, prece-
dent, or time for counsel in these unexpected premises,

fSwr
inspiration from the blank looks of his

"Hurry up, Anderson!" Bender crossly repeated; and
starting as though touched in some secret spring. Bill
lurched forward and in, and so found himself facing Car-
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ter. Hart, and Smythe behind an awesome financial

array.

Never before had Bill seen so much money at once-
even in dreams; it totalled more than the hard eaminn^
of his forty-odd years; w uld have paid his mortgage ten
times over. The substance of modem power, its glitter

challenged the loud-mouthed assertions of him and his

fellows that, given the same luck, they could have done
as well as Carter. By the light of its golden glow, Bill

saw himself very weak and small and foolish. At home
he seldom saw a dollar; had trouble in scraping up cur-

rency enough to pay his taxes, and effected his barterings

at the store in truck and trade. With his doubts settled

as to the solvency of the firm. Bill was suddenly afflicted

with a suspicion that he had made the biggest kind of a
fool of himself.

Correctly interpreting his glance at the table. Carter
gave him a genial smile. "Yes, Bill; uut you don't get
it by laying off. Here's your bit. Touch the pen and

—

Five dollars short? Board and feed for five days. Bill.

Man earns his bread by the sweat of his brow, you know.
Pass on, and don't forget to remember me to your wife
when you gain home."
As with Bill, so the others. Filing in, they testified,

one by deeper suUenness, others by attempts at a swag-
ger, to the influences which had wrought on him. Few
attained the easy insolence of Michigan Red, who de-

manded an itemized account of his store bill and insisted

on signing the roll with his own hand. Touching the

pen, railroad fashion, they passed out, while Hart signed

for them, to add their doubtings to the general mystifi-

cation.

What was forward ? Had Carter obtained new crews,

or would th.i company close down work? As the line

still fell thirty miles short of the northern settlements,
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the latter thought filled the minds of the Silver Creek
men, who saw themselves left marketless by their own actwith sick misery; brought pause to their envious cupid-

^^:.1*^P'*^
Michigan's assurances that it was all a bluff

Tain t," Bill Anderson contradicted him. "
I was iust

over to the cook-house for a drink, an' the cook has orders
to serve no meals after breakfast to-morrow morning."

That so ?" a dozen voices questioned
"Ask for yourselves. He's at the door now calling to

supper. "

And the cok confirmed the report, adding, moreover
his mite to their discomfiture by malignantly animad-
verting upon the manages to which they were about to

'T^'a ^^ "'^^''^ '*°°'* ""'*• ''^" demanded the
offended artist. It's pertatoes an' sow-belly for yours
after this. In a month you won't be able to tell yournbs from a rail corral." And truth so flavored his rail-
ings that they saw. in fancy, themselves looking backfrom their praine farms upon his rude but plentiful flesh-
pots-at which ripe moment the door opened to admit
Larter. Smythe, and Bender.
Pausing at the end of the centre table. Carter glanced

over the rows of faces which turned curiously up to him
as on the occasion that marked the beginnings of his fieht
for mastery in the cook-house at the winter camp. Veryhttmg y. setting and personce for this last act of a lone
struggle were almost the same as the first. Hines and
tne Cougar, to be sure, were gone over the Great Divide
Strangers sat m place of Shinn and the handful that re^turned to their farms after the log-drive. But here were

rnJ^hll" f^
^th tinware; dim lanterns, dependent

halw!r^°,°°^=*^^^''''P""'"Sfrom Rembrandt
shadows, fiercely ammal. pregnant with possibilities such

f^v
''^

""f
^«"^d the snows of many a forest camp. Over-

looking them now. at the climax of a year-long play, he
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could not but thrill to the thought that whereas they
had opposed *

' .n at every turn, those iron impresarios,
the Fates, haa left choice of endings with him, author of
the drama. It was his to crush or spare—to rnish and
gain the cringing respect which they accorded to frost,

drought, pestilence, stem henchmen of the illimitable; to
spare and attain next place to a fair potato-crop in their

esteem; to manage them for their and his own good.
To the latter end he bent his words, addressing them,

half jocularly, in their own argot. "Well, boys, we've
played our game to a finish, but before we throw away
the deck let's count tricks. 1 don't blame you for strik-

ing. You have a right to sell your labor in the dearest
market as I have to buy mine in the cheapest. You
simply asked more than I felt able to pay, so while you
rested I took a jaunt down to the States to see how you
stood on the market. What did I find ? First let us take
a look at your hand.

"What do you hold? Harvest is half over and the
wheat farmers from the Portage to Brandon and down
to the Pipestone have hired their help at two dollars a
day. No betterment there. You can't break prairie in

the fall, so there's nothing at home except eating, and
the lumber-camps don't open up before the snows. On
the other hand, your stake in this line is as big as mine.
Unfinished, you are without the markets you have been
shouting for these years; finished it lets in American
competition and trebles your values in land " Pausing,
he shook his head, and liling, went on: "Looks as if

some one had dealt you t- »niserable hand, and I wonder
if it wouldn't pay you to shuffle, cut, and try another
deal ? Now before I bring in new crews—

"

'

' New crews ? Where kin you get them ?"

All throi^h the men had given close attention, and
after a single impatient glance at Michigan Red the faces
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turned back to Carter, who ignored the interruption
Leaning eagerly forward, they took the words from hii
mouth as he ran on roughly outlining his own plans
prospectmg the coming years. Few of them, perhaps
none, were given to looking beyond the present, and the
vista to which he turned their dull eyes glimmered like
sunsh:ne on the prairies. This was to be no casual job!
The province, ay. and the whole Northwest, required
branch roads; would be gridironed with them before the
finish! So what of construction in summer, logging in
winter, they could look for profitable employment the
round of the seasons!

"So talk it over among yourselves," he finished, "and
those who feel that a fresh deal is in order can call round
at the office after supper."
Long before that, nods and approving murmurs had

testified to his victory, and as the burr of hot tongues
followed them out through the open windows. Bender
exclaimed: "Whipped to a finish! But what about them
new crews?" Then catching Carter's grin, he burst out
in uproarious laughter. "What a bluff!"

" Not a man in Minneapohs," Carter confirmed. " But
that wasn't what we went down for. So it didn't matter "

" But will they believe it ?" Smythe asked.
" BeUeve it ?" Bender took it upon himself to answer

It. "A frightened man will run from his shadow, an'
they're that badly scared 'twon't take them five minutes
to locate them crews."

He gave them, indeed, too much time, for, as he said,
fear destroys perspective and the strikers were almost
ready to believe that Carter could conjure men from the
trackless forest.

Carrots Smith led the panic with a theory, even as
he had headed the run from Michigan's horse. "Said
he'd been prospectin' down in the States? Minneapolis,
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I'll bet you, an* the place jes" rotten with whaleback
Swedes."

"Sawyer's gang is through with the N. P.'» Devil'i
Lake extension," another added. "I read it .a the
paper Sunday. Old Sawyer ud on'y be too glad for a
chance to finish out the fall."

Other theories were not wanting, nor could MichiganRed
Stem the rout. Just twenty minutes thereafter a sheep-
ish delegation presented itself at the office door and deliv-
ered itself through the mouth of Bill of the Anderson ilk.

"We've concluiVa," said Bill, "as 'twouldn't hardly
be right to leave you ditched."

Albei', C.c-r< x's eyes returned Hart's twinkle, he replied
in kind. ". ra real tickled to think that you won't de-
sert me."

And so, with this bit of diplomatic comedy, ended not
only the strike, but also the bitter fight which he, like
every village Hampden, had had to wage against the
envious ignorance of his fellows. For a while, to be siwe,
their stiff necks would balk at the homage secret con-
sciousness dictated as his meed. Thty would refuse it,

indeed, till the world outside sealed his success; where-
after every man of them would proclaim himself as the
particular prophet who had discerned greatness in his
humble beginnings. But in the mean time they would
refrain from further hostilities.

"What about that Red man?" Smythe said, as the
delegation made its jubilant way back to its fellows.
"You'll surely discharge himt"
"Michigan Red?" Carter said. "Not if he wants to

stay. His team is worth any two in camp, and his teeth
are drawn for good. But he won't stay."

"That's a cinch," Bender echoed. " He's due in Win-
nipeg to report his failure sometime in the next three
days."
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DAWN saw the strikers going about their chores
with a cheerful alacrity that was as gall to Mich-

igan Red, who chewed the bitter cud of unsuccessful
leadership as he sat drumming his heels on a block by
the cook-house door. He had come to the end of his

rope—rather, dangled there, an object of contemptuous
pity in the eyes of his fellows. Had he doubted the fact,

it was to be easily read in their studied avoidance; but
he knew that he had failed—in what ? He could hardly
have answered the question himself; for whether or no
he had plotted in the monopoly's interest, the strike

was merely incidental to the persistent war he had waged
against Carter, to the dogged opposition which had root
in the turbulent anarchism of his nature. Sufficient

that though his weird face held its usual bleak calm, he
writhed, mentally, urder defeat, while the few who vent-

ured within range c f his tongue sensed the lava beneath
the crust.

"Not with this crowd. I draw the color line," he
rasped, when Anc'.erson inquired if he were not going
to work, while Ca.Tots Smith drew a curse along with the
information, "It's me for a better job. I'm tired of

herding sh';ep." So now he was left strictly alone,

though speculative glances travelled often his way.
"He's waiting for the boss," a teamster remarked to

his neighbor. "Say, I'd like to Me 'cm at grips!"
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"Rather him nor me," the other said, expressing gen-
eral opinion. "The boss is a tough proposition. They
say he beat Shinn up so badly that he'll never be more 'n
half a man again. Red ain't no slouch, though. Bet
you I'd like to see it."

However, as tools had to be reissued and a hundred
details despatched, the men were all at work before
Carter could come to breakfast, so only Smythe and the
cook witnessed that meeting.

It was a beautiful day. Already the heat fulfilled the
prediction of a torrid sunrise, and, like an egg in a pan,
the camp fried within the encircling spruce which, on
their part, seemed to lift over surrounding birch and
poplar as though tiptoeing for cooler air. The same
errand had brought the cook out from the bowels of his
own particular inferno, and as certain phases of the
encoimter could not be set forth in choicer terms than
those ir which he deUvered himself to an interested au-
dience that evening, now let him speak.
"I was sitting in the doorway, that close to Red I

could have pulled his ear, when the boss kem along.
Stopping opposite, he looked down on Red with eyes
dark and steady as night. They're blue, you know, by
rights, but they seemed to darken to pure black, an" I
never felt him so tall before.

'"Well, Red ?' he ^ys, quiet, like that; but Red's eyes
stayed down, though his lip lifted clear of his comer teeth
Uke you've seen a trapped coyote, and so the pair of 'em
remained for a full three minutes."

Imagine them—the greenish face of the one reflecting
murderous passion, troubled as waves on shaken acid;
the other darkly silent, yet, for all his quiet, oppressing
both Smythe and the cook with the loom of imminent
death. So was fought out the silent duel of personalities
—one minute, two; at the third, sweat broke profusely
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upon the teamster's face, and the cook breathed once
more. Bummg with Cain's lust, his glance travelled
but once above the other's knee, to fall as quickly again.

''What's the matter. Red ?" Smythe actually started
as Carter's voice broke on the quiet of the camp. '

' Quit-
ting? What for?"

^

"No, it isn't exactiy my business," he cheerfully an-
swered the teamster's growl. "If you will, you will."
Turning back after entering, he added: "Heading for
Winnipeg, I suppose? Thw. give my compliments to
Fnend Buckle and tell him to please hind them higher
up." "

When he came out Michigan was still there, but Car-
ter passed without a glance, and led Smythe down the
nght of way into the forest. Even then Michigan sat on.
It was, indeed, almost noon before he loafed over to the
horse lines, after refusing the cook's invitation to wait
for dinner. Without returning a word of thanks for the
grub-sack which the latter sent over by a cookee, he
hitched to his wagon and drove slowly away.
A week's rest had freshened the blacks so much that,

if given their heads, they would have covered half the
distance to Winnipeg that day. But he took a vicious
pleasure in balking their inclination. Jerking the bits,
which hinged on a cruel curb, he pulled them down to a
nervous, teetering walk.
For a while the trail paralleled the right of way, then

swung on a wide arc around a morass, and for an hour
thereafter ran alternately among sloughs, sand-hills,
muskegs, through a country indescribably desolate and
which teemed with savage life. Myriad frogs set his
ears singing with dismal, ptrsistent croaking; a pole-cat
scuttled across the trail, poisoning the dank air. From
brazen skies a hawk shrieked a malediction upon his
head; his horses threw up their heads, snorting, as a lynx
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screamed a long way off. Here, too, dark woods shut off
errant breezes and he fell a prey to a curse of sand-flies
that stung and envenomed his flesh. There was no
escape. They settled, by hundreds, on the hands that
wiped them off his face; stung his face as he slapped his
hands.

Coming back, mad with pain and rage, from this d^
tour, his eyes drew to a trestle—longest, highest, most
expensive of Carter's works—and, reining in, he allowed
his glance to wander lustfully over the stout timbers
which his fancy wrapped in flame. A single match—but
reason urged that the embers would undoubtedly furnish
red lights for his hanging, and he drove on, hotter, mad-
der for the restraint. He was ripe for any mischief that
offered a running chance of escape, when, midway of the
afternoon, he came on wheel-tracks that swung at right
angles from the trail into a chain of sloughs.
"Red River cart," he muttered, noticing the wide

gauge; then, furiously slapping his thigh, "Carter's Cree,
by G—I"

He meant the Indian who had brought in the venison
which formed the tidbit at Dorothy Chester's first meal
in camp. All through the summer he had come in with
deer-meat twice or thrice a week, but though Michigan
and other teamsters had searched for his tepee during
the idle days of the strike, no one had penetrated to the
woodland lake where his squaw—a young girl, handsome,
as Indian women go—was free from rude glances, safe
from insult or worse. Now the trail lay, plain as a pike-
road, under Michigan's nose; and, leaping down, he tied
his team to a tree and followed it along the sloughs.
Through a gully, patch of woodland, the tracks led

into a second long slough, and presently debouched on
the strand of a small lake, one of the thousands that gem
that black wilderness. Bird-haunted in spring, lone-
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someness now lay thick upon it. Uttering its weird cry
a loon rose on swift wing, angling in its flight over the
tepee, whose bull's hide, raw, smoke-blacked, harmonized
with that savage setting.

Just then Michigan was in fettle to exact a vicarious
revenge. Eariy in summer Carter had nipped a dispo-
sition on the part of his men to joke and make free with
the Indian, giving strict orders that he was to be unmo-
lested, coming or going. This girl who hved in his pro-
tectmg shadow would have fared ill at Michigan's hands.
But the tepee flaps were thrown wide, and though he
strained his eyes Irom a covert of tall reeds, he saw no
sign of her, without or within. Save the lipping of
waters, sough of a rising wind, no sound broke the soli-
tude that guarded this, the lair of primitive man. Only
those who have experienced its frightful loneliness can
know how terrible a northern solitude can be; how awe-
some, oppressive. Some note of it caused the teamster
to speak aloud, heartening himself with sound of his voice.

"They'll be back to-night, sure, for the ashes is banked
over the embers."

Gaining back to his team, he drove on a scant quarter-
mile, then turned into a slough parallel to those he had
just left, and which had its end in a wooded dell. Here
high banks would have effectually screened a fire, yet
he endured mosquitoes till dusk smothered his smudge.
Then tying his team in the thick of its reek, he cut across
the intervening bush and followed, as before, along the
slough chain till he saw a dim cloud quivering on the
blackness ah' ad.

Beneath tliis, smoke from the Cree's fire, presently
appeared a rich incandescence, and after worming the
la.^t yards on the flat of his belly, Michigan peered from
thick sedge out at the Cree woman, who sat and suckled
her child by the fire that enriched the bronze of her
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oosom with a blush from its glow. A free, wild thing,
her deep eyes now caressed her child, again searched the
fire's red mystery, giving back its flame as forest pools
reflect a hunter's flare; sombre and silent, eons of sav-
agery flickered in her glance.

From her the watcher's evil face turned to the Cree,
who was skinning a deer that hung by the hams from a
poplar crotch. The heavy, claiKmy odor of fresh blood
hung thick in the air, filled his nostrils as he lay, Uke
primitive man by the mouth of his enemy's cave, watch-
ing the knife slip aroimd the carcass. Savage could not
have been more wicked of intent. Again and again his

hand gripped his own knife, always to fall again at sight
of the rifle that leaned against the Red River cart, close

to the Indian's hand. And thus he waited, baleful glance
flickering between man and woman, till the deer was
dressed and loaded upon the cart.

That modified without changing his purpose. " Going
to camp first thing in the morning," he thought, as he
crawled away. "Always goes alone."

Back once more wit., his team, he kicked the wet grass
from the smudge, and after eating ravenously of the
cook's provision by its flame, he spread his blankets and
lay down, head propped on his hand, back to his team.
He did not sleep; simply stared into the fire, or Ustened
to the varied voices of the night. Now there would
be a sighing, breathing among the trees, creaking of

branches, soft rustlings. Then the night would talk
loudly on a hush as of death—a loon laughed at the owl's
solemn questioning, a fox barked among the sand-hills;

the boom of a bittern came in from some dark lake; he
heard the lynx scream again, loudly, shrilly, as a tort-

ured child. Then the wind again, or a greater hush in

which he heard only the crackling of his fire as he re-

plenished its dying flame.
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On these occasions a long trail of sparks would fly

upward, and one, a tiny ember, at last wrought a strange
thing. Passing over and behind him, it nested in the
frazzle of tow at the knot of the stallion's frayed halter-
where It smoked and glowed, growing larger, brighter'
Lowenng his ugly head, the beast sniffed at the strange
red flower, then backed away as it burst into a bouquet
of flame under his coaxing breath.

"Stan" still!" Michigan growled, without, however,
looking around.

The stallion stood—till the end of the burned rope
dropped to the ground.
Even then some time elapsed before he realized that

he was free; but when he did—he turned white, wicked
eyes on the resting man. Was that short worm the fiend
that had ruled him ? He stepped.

"Stan' still!" Michigan growled again.
The familiar voice gave the stallion pause—a moment.

For, out of the tail of his eye, Michigan presently saw and
became cognizant of a most curious thing—of a shadow,
huge, black, upreared above himself.

Uttering a hoarse cry, he tried to rise—too late.

So, in the midst of his turbulence, passed Michigan
Red, but the evil that he had done mightily all the days
of his Ufe followed him into death, for the pounding hoofs
spread embers of his fire over a leafy carpet, where the
night wind found them. Leaping under its breath, small
flames writhed tortuously across the glade to the thing
that had been a man—touched and tasted its clothing
with delicate Uckings, then flashed up and sprang from
the smouldering cinder into thick scrub, and so ran with
incredible swiftness through the forest. Crouched, Uke
a runner, at first, close to the ground, it suddenly straight-
ened and bounded high over a patch of dry poplar burned
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by a former fire, cowered again, to crawl through thick
green spruce, and so stole softly on, as though to catch
the Crce in his sleep.

As well try to singe a weasel. Already the Cree was
urging his ragged pony, with squaw and papoose, towards
Carter s camp, and, balked there, the fire swung with the
veering wind into poplar woods, and flamed on, a roaring
ebulhent tide, overtopping the tallest trees. Under its
effulgence, black lakes and sullen tarns flashed out of
thick night with scared deer, belly-deep in the water.
Huge owls went flapping through the smoke, leading the
ducks, geese, vagrant flocks of the night, leaving hawks
and other day birds to circle, shrieking, ere they whizzed
down to a fiery death. Gaining strength from its own
draught and the freshening wind, it flowed, at an angle
over the railroad and poured down both sides. UcWng up
bridges, trestles, culverts, leaving the hot rails squirming
like scorched snakes in empty space; and so, about mid-
night, roared on to the great trestle at which Michigan
had paused that afternoon, and where Carter had Uned
up his men.
Roused by the Cree from a dream of Helen to a night-

mare of flaming skies, Carter first sent out a gang under
command of Hart and Smythe to back-fire around the
camp, then loaded the remaining crews on flat-cars and
raced the fire down to the trestle. Bender, who was with
him in the engine-cab, leaned to his ear as the train pulled
out of the cut.

"Michigan Red?"
"Looks it." Nodding, Carter turned to watch the

rails which gleamed under the sky-glow, running like
scarlet lines on black ribbon between dark, serried ranks
of spruce. "Lucky it is coming at an angle." he said,
as the engine thundered over the first bridge.

Bender raised his big shoulders. "If the wind
34a
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don't shift? But it generally does about this time o'
night. If sheshps to the east-p-s-st! a puff of steam

oveT" "* ""^'^ ^°"^ ""P ^^^ ^^' '"^ ^ ^^''^''^

wf^'^^'f*"™f ^'^ ^"'S- "A^ e°°'i a ''ay as any."He added, gnmly smxhng: "And very fit. Give us a
chance to get acclimated. But with luck we ought tobe able to wet her down and pull out south. Without
It we can he down in the creek."

"
I
like mine wet." Bender grinned. "Drowning ain't

^mILT ""i^""'.
^"' " '^''''' t° be any preference

rli ,L,
^""^ '" ^^^ ^'^^ °f 'danger and disaster.

Carter smiled again.

«n^?,r'fi^ T: 't
had seemed a toss-up between them

and the fire, but the tram rolled over the trestle and drewup in a cut on the southerly side, a quarter-hour to the
good. The creek ran under the northerly end, with a
short approach to the bank, the bulk of the trestle lead-
ing over a quarter-mile of morass to firm ground; so
Carter, with Bender, Carrots Smith, and other half-
dozen dropped buckets from the bridge to the stream,
thuty feet below, and passed them to the men who were
strung ai<»g the plates. Dipping, drawing, dashing,
they worked funously under the glare of the conflagra-
tion. While still half a mile away, its heat set the trestle
steaming. At a quarter of a mile, the furious draught
rained embers large as a man's hand upon the men, who
turned their faces away from the blistering heat. Cast-mg uneasy glances over humped shoulders, they began
to increase their distances, edging along the south ap-
proach towards the train; but as they still maintained
commumcations, neither Carter nor Bender took notice
until they suddenly broke and ran.
•Here! Come back!" Bender's angry roar drowned

barter s shout, and was lost, in turn, in a shrill whistling;
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for the engineer bad seen that which had been hid from
them.

"My God!" Carrots Smith cried; and Brady broke out
in whimpering prayer to the saints.

They stood, staring.

As aforesaid, the fire was running south and westerly
at an acute angle to—in fact, almost paralleling the rail-

road, with its extreme point farthest away but already
beyond the trestle. And now, veering swiftly southeast,
as Bender had feared, it swung at right angles and came
broadside on, a fiery tide high over the forest. To the
engineer it seemed that the wind lifted a mass of flame
and threw it bodily into a tangle of poplar-brake, red
willow, tall reeds, and sedge at the trestle's south end.
Dry, explosively inflammable from a summer's heat, it

touched off like a magazine, whirling skyward, a twisting
water-spout of flame, and as he jerked wildly on his

whistle he saw, as imder the calcium of lurid melodrama,
men running like wingless flies along the wet, black
trestle. Careening, the column fell across them.
Only the few who were drawingwith Carter escaped that

first explosive flame, and they gained only vime to jump
as the main fire came hurdling over the trees. Falling,

Carter saw the stream, blood-red; jagged rocks rising

swiftly to meet him. A flash blinded his eyes, then

—

He rubbed them—^that is, he winked, for he was far

too weak for such robust exercise. Yes, he winked it.

Was—could that, be Helen's face bending low over him?
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CARTER winked again. The face, however, did not
move. On the contrary, it Ut up with sudden de-

light and said smile helped his limping consciousness
forward to the idea of a dream. Yes, he was dreaming,
undoubtedly dreaming! No! Here memory took hold
and gave him back the flaming forest; wet rocks, rising
swiftly from red water, carried him back and left him
at the precise moment that he had struck a projecting
timber. He was falling! Involuntarily he stiffened,

expecting the shock . . . but—ah! a clew! He was
dead—of the fall; and this? Must be heaven, or why
Helen ? // t'other place ? 'Twas not so bad as long as
she was there ! Here his eye, through removal of the face,
touched the whitewashed ceiling, then wandfired to blank
walls, a stand with medicine, covered glasses and spoons,
a linen-press, two chairs—he arrived at truth, a hospital!
Then, tired out by these strenuous mental exercises, his
eyes closed once more, to the ineffable relief of the anx-
ious watcher, and sleep, natural sleep, replaced the coma
that had held him these two days.
For a while Helen listened to his breathing, then, once

sure that he was really asleep, she tiptoed out to the
corridor and, under urge of relief, ran, fairly flew, with
her good news to the head doctor's office. For these
had been days of haggard waiting, as, for the matter of
that, had the 'ast two weeks—Bender's battles, Carter's
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triumph, the strike and forest fire had all been packed
into ten short days.

Beginning at the morning after she saw Carter at
dinner with the general manager, her joyful prayer had
gone with the jubilant roai of press and people at the
ceding of the crossing, and for several followng days her
ears drank thirstily of the plaudits which were universalm the hospital, on the street, at her boarding-house.
When, indeed, the topic cropped up at her first opera-
tion, her fingers trembled so over a bandage that Car-
ruthers excused her, thinking the sight of blood had
turned her sick. At Jean Glaves's table she had to veil
the eager exultance of her eyes. The merchants who
were discussing competition in freight rates on the street
would have stared could they have heard the heart-cry
of the pretty nurse then passing.

" He did it I Yes, he is very clever—all that you say!
But you cannot have him, for he is mine! I'll lend him
to you—for a while I But I must have him back! He's
mine! mine! mine!"
From breathing the rare atmosphere of these exalted

heights, she had been precipitated by the strike into
bottom deeps of despair, and while agonizing therein
over additional rumors of Greer & Smythe's impending
failure, a morning paper came to her breakfast-table with
six-inch fire scareheads and a long tale of bums, bruises,
breakages that would have been longer but for the soft-
ness of the morass. Carter, Bender, Brady, Carrots
Smith, all who were on the trestle, had been more or less
injured; and six bridges, five trestles, dozens of culverts
had gone up in smoke, a maleficent memorial to Michigan
Red, before the conflagration back-fired itself out among
labyrinthian lakes. But she paused not at the tale.
The injured were on the way to the hospital, and with
that piece of news clutched to her bosom she ran all the
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way and broke, at one time, a rule tliut was as the law
of the Medes and Persians and the privacy of tne head
doctor s study.

It will be easily seen that under such circumstances
her hysterical Raspings were not exactly informing, but aman does not .atain to headship of a hospital without
ability to extract truth from obscure premises-what else
IS diagnosis? -and when, indicating the heading that
told of Carter s injuries, she gasped, "My husband!" theHead grasped every detail of the situation.

''I must nurse him!" she pleaded. "Must' mustfA man prodigiously dignified and very solemn behind
imposing glasses, the Head offered a stereotyped objec-
tion; but It speaks for the feeling beneath his dessi-
cated extenor that ho eventually set rules and regulations
at defiance, and outraged the discipline and morale main-
tained by the Scotch head nurse, by appointing her a
novitiate, to a capital case.

"But remember," he said. "Only if you can forget,
for the present, that he is your husband ?"

He did not believe she could, and had been astonished
by her quiet, almost mechanical performance of duty dur-
ing those two harrowing days. For he did not sec her
leamng over the inanimate form when alone in the ward-
her strained watching, desperate listenings for the first
flutter of the returning spirit. Now he did see her
flushed delight, and muttered to himself as Carruthers
the under surgeon, hastened with her to Carter's bed-
side: " I suppose I ought to teU him/ . . . What's the use

•

he 11 hear soon enough,"
'

So her secret was kept, and being uninformed of the
matrimomal complications in the case, the surgeon set
her delighted flutterings to professional interest and so
joined her felicitations. "'Twas touch and go" he
whispered. "Few could stand such a crack on the
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head; must have made an omelet of his brains and his
fever was hot enough to fry it. But he'll pull through,
Mistress Morrill, and it is good that he will, for he's
a gran' character, fine and useful to the province."

To indulge a pleasant conceit, that refreshing sleep may
be regarded as an intimation of the fates that comedy
was about to be substituted for impending tragedy upon
the boards; and the opening of Carter's eyes may very
well be considered as the rise of the curtain on the first,

and what would also have been the last, act had he been
in the enjoyment of his usual health and strength.
Lacking these, he could only take things as he found
them; chief over all, a demure nurse who administered
bitter draughts or took his pulse without sign of rec-
ognition, compunction, or emotion.
As her shapely back always hid the pencil when she

noted her observations on the chart, he could not see it

tremble; and how was he to know that the pulse-taking
was a sham? That she could feel only her own heart
thudding five thousand thuds to the minute? That
she had to guess the pulse by his temperature, which
cardinal crime of the nurse's calendar was partly con-
doned, because if she had set down its vibrations
at the moments she held his hand, every doctor in
the hospital would have come running as to a lost
cause.

Ignorant of all this, he could only lie and watch her
moving about the ward, tantalizingly trim and pretty in
her nurse's dress; wait till some softening of her coldness
would justify the clean confession he ached to make.
Always the desire was with him and it waxed with the
days. But whether or no she discerned it lurking be-
hind his surreptitious glances, she afforded no oppor-
tunity, and what can a man do against a fate that nips
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^very approach to the tender with nasty medicine or
thill phrase—"Vou are not to talk."
"X believe you like to give me that stuff,' h,- , rowlcd

one day. ''
""'^'^

"Doctor's orders," she severely replied, and her stony
face effectually repressed him while indi.iiinf; that shewas not to be drawn from her vantape-sround by that
or a sudden remark-" It seems stran:;c to ;!to you i.i
that uniform."

"Doesn't feel so to me," she coldly answer, d, iwain-
with a spice of malice, " If it did I should get u-^- 1 n it

'

for I expect to wear it for the next three years.
'

He winced, and he did not see her smile as he gave her
his angry back-that or her droopings over his sleep an
hour thereafter. Alone in the quiet ward, bent so low
that her breath moved the hair on his temples, tl e
occasion vividly recalled the night, long ago, when she
had watched the moon etch with line and shadow the
promise of the future upon his face. It lay there now
under her soft breath, the fulfilment. For two years
stress and struggle had tooled away every roughness and
left the accomplished promise, a man wrought by cir-
cumstance to a great fineness.

She also had changed—from a well-intentioned if care-
less girl to a thoughtful woman. Contact with life in
the rough had rubbed the scales from her eyes and now*e saw clearly—many things, but all centring on one
Outside people were declaiming against the vindictive
fate that had joined with the monopoly against this
their champion. That morning's papers had it that
trt-eer & Sraythe were surely ruined. Yet she was
glad, overjoyed. Wealthy and honored, it would have
been difficult to the verge of impossibility for her to go
back to him. Always she t/ouM have felt that he might
doubt her motives. But ? —
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"It's time to take your medicine!" She sprang up aa
he opened his eyes, wondering if he had felt her light
kiss.

Had he, it would have been "curtain " there and then,
but as he did not the play went on, and its sequence
proves tb^t, however honorable her intentions, she had
by no means relinquished her sex's unalienable right to
bring thmgs about in its own illogical, tantalizing, per-
versely charming way. Drooping over his sleep, hop-
ing that he would wake and catch her, she took care that
he should not—assumed a statuesque coldness at the
first quiver of his eyelids. Undoubtedly, and with her
sex's habitual unfairness, she scandalously abused her
position, exercising a tyranny that was as sweet to her-
self as mortifying to him.

"You must not do that—must do this— go to
sleep." She hugged her power in place of mm, and
when he c jhieved a successful revolt against her ban of
silence by appealing to the Head for permission to talk
with Smythe, she revenged herself by injecting a per-
sonal interest into her dealings with Can-uthers. It was
madness for him to see their heads close together over
his chart; the shining eyes she brought back from whis-
pered conferences in the hall. To be sure, it was all

about pills and plasters, but how was he to knovr that ?

And it was in revenge for this shamelessly injuiious con-
duct that he arranged the scene which opens the second
act.

On the morning that he v/as promoted from spoon-feed
to the dignity of a tray, behold him! head bent, elbows
square with his ears, knife and fork grabbed at their
points, proving his indifference to her opinion by the
worst behavior that recent better practice permitted.
A:as! he was cast all through for a losing part. Display-
ing, before his face, the irritating cuiiosity which a child
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amuck of thp m-a,«^ •
^^™"^ '"^ part by running

^' I reSll do^-t™ I"
^ """""" ^"^f>tf"' t° behold

m»rL^ '^^
.

^^^ "^^y y°" t'^'k like that," she re

"v >.'.l
Hammand and Mr. Smythe."

given up teaching school."
•'"swered. i have

He sniffed sarcastically. "Humi ShnnMn-f i,

Dook hne, If at first you don't succeed, try, try again '"

c^ tjt'T^Tu°' '''' ^""^ ^' '^« tLeVnd tookcare that he should think she had not heard "Yo,,

'L.Te'nd'r-Mrs.';:i;^;.^^
"^^^='"= -*™^-'---

Also her quiet answer was disconcerting. "V/e have

Benderl"" "''' ^°" '^^^"^ ^^"™ J-"V latd^.'wr

di,^r
^/"'*",»'*'J- A inter, small note, simple and*rect as Jenny herself, was even then bur ning his pocketand. blushing Uke a school boy caught .n fhe theft of
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apples, he produced and read it. If he insisted—was
perfectly certain that he couldn't get well without her—
Jenny would!

•'Fraid I took a mean advantage," he confessed.
"Reg'lar cold-decked her. You see, a busted ankle
ain't much to spread on, so I hinted at complications.
She sure thinks I'm dyin,' an' when she comes she'll find
me hopping around."
"Oh, well." Carter glanced stealthily at Helen "She

has oceans of time to pay you. With any old luck you
are good for eighty-five, and it doesn't take a loving wife
that length of time to ge' even." For which insolence
he paid instantly and doubly— fir.st by a nasty dose,
secondly by loss of Bender, who was summarily ejected
under pretext of its ucing the patient's hour for sleep
So the war ran, and it did seem as though ;ircum-

stance never tired of impressing allies for Helen'» cause.
Take Dorothy Chester, who called with Hart next day.
She, like Carruthers, could only take the situation at face
values, and so enthused over his lu'-k in nurses; to all of
which—in Helen's absence—Carter subscribed till Doro-
thy reached iier climax.

"And Dr. Carruthers thinks so, too. Wouldn't it be
nice if they mari<- a match of it ?"

She was astounded by the heat of his reply. "No!
A Scotch dromedary, suckled on predestination and
damnation of intajits? Pretty husband he'd make!"
But she solved his vehemence for Hart's benefit on the
way home. "He's in love with her himself."
"Between patirnt and doctor? What a mix-up!"

Hart laughed.
'
Odds are on the doctor if he's up to his

job. I'd hate to be Carter on the chance of an over-
dose." For which flippancy his ears were well pulled.
As he .said, things were undoubtedly a little tangled,

and if at first glance it would appear that Dorothy had
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not assisted in the unravelling, closer scrutiny showsthat her remark helped at least to bring affairs to a headFor the remainder of the day Carter waf ve^ thou^htfut^preoccupied that he forgot to misbehle over hi^supper-tray while, time and again, Helen caught hfl

Z^T'J'r}! ^'"^ ' "^'"^ uLaslness Pu" iJd sh"came back to the ward before leaving and stood at Ihlfoot of h,s bed; but as yet his fever was confined to ht

Son' '' ""'"' *'^* '^ ''^^ f-""« ^""^ -'• to her

fJhL'^T,'^"''^^ '^^ '"''^^'^ Wm was not, however
"
Euck SZT '^^'""^ "^^"•'^^^ '^°"'^'^' -'J through

I I u I ^ ^"^ suspicions as facts Tossintr restlessly, he heard the city clock chime the quarters alve

Mm^wid" ' 'h
'"''"'' '''' "'«''* "--•« "antern revealedhim wide-eyed, stanng, and knowing the efficacy of achange of thought in producing sleej, she Sjed foJ I

Correct enough in theory, the treatment proved about

a rrrS "LeVr'.^''^
^P^"^^''- °^ ^ ^^^te^upona sore, for he bent the conversation to his own use,

:xpeZc: ?o^Heir"- -'' ''-^^' '^^^^
She was liked in the hospital '

that, and went on to say that beauty such as Helen's was

ZonTXr'"''"' of popularity. No, it wL„
sl^^^^L

"""""^ '"""'^'^ '^'='' head at his question

lefTam:^'
f""\^^'^ "'""'' ""^'^ '° ^ "-e, so usJryleft amiar^uty lo be assumed with a double chin- an<ibeing a frank as well as a merry creature, she confessed

w^^eet?, h'*'""^''^-
But Helen Morrill? Shewas sweet as she was pretty!

Dr. Carruthers thought so, too?
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Well—the nurse would smile! And everybody in the
hospital was glad of it. They would make such a perfect
coup].?, an ideal match!

It was as good as settled, then ?

Well—not given out yet, but every one knew! Her
lantern being on the floor, she could not see his face, and
he lay so quiet she thought he had fallen asleep, and was
tiptoeing away when he spoke again.

But—JVM. Morrill? She had been married before!
Her husband—dead.'

If he wasn't he ought to be—the nurse was sure of that.
There was only one place for a man who could not live
with such a nice girl. And if he were not—divorce was
about as good in ridding one of the beast I With which
she picked up her lantern and left him in darkness and
despair. When she came next on her rounds she thought
him asleep, but he resimied his restless tossings as soon
as her back was turned. Dawn, however, betrayed him,
and sent her flying to the head doctor with his pulse
and temperature.

"He was all right last night!" the latter exclaimed.
"Bring his chart down to the office." Studying it while
he mixed sedatives a little later, he said: "Awake at
midnight—hum! Talked, did he.' What about? Mrs.
Morrill?" He snatched truth out of her as though it

had been an appendix. "Spoke of her and Dr. Car-
ruthers?—ah! ha! Well, give him this and send Mrs.
Morrill to me when she comes in."

If short, the interview did not lack excitement when,
a couple of hours later, Helen opposed tlie freshness of
the morning to the Heail's angry gUirc Her delicate
colors, the eyes cleared by sleep and full of light, were
enough to have softened the heart of a Gorgon, but
served only to irritate him, who looked upon them as so
much material gone to waste.
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at 'Ztr- ^r",
^°" '^""' " ^^ ^°^^<-d '^''^ her. -Look

from'^e cha"t" vr T '" f='"^^ ' ^^^^ ^'-'^

trouble mvV> r
''^^' '^°"' nothing -that's the

a,uM adnjinister so.ethingt;s£T:JdS7^^^^^
And now he's dymg-of jealousy. You have done i^'you must eure him." And taking her by the arm as'though she were a medieine-tray, he mJrchedrr to

snhit'ir:o'^;e''" u^'f'""' "* *« -1°- "-^-^ -"ottle that IS to be well shaken before taken " and thrn^t
her^^rw.thth.partingadmonition."Now,doyourdut;''

JlT\ r •'" •^'"''a^^^i"? position! Surely never

a Ho? :t TT '"""^ °^Jc<-s-to administer love Hkea dose that, forsooth, to a patient who had a r'eadvurned h« broad baek on her eharms. Now dTd Tl e paytoll of blushes for the perversity that had cheeked hisevery overture. How should-how could she be^
'

fooT o hi^K
^""^1'"""*^ ^'' ^P^°"' ^he stood at thefoot of his bed, the prettiest picture of perplexitv

irLr^^^''^"^-
'° ^"""*' ""Shaven man. A week^stubble did not improve his appearance any more than

ti™; n"'
'"'"' «^<='^'/'-^d <^>-. Bu't soo" as a

"Is that you. Helen?" Before she could speak heburst out m a sudden irruption of speech. " I'mrglad

flood thTr'^r/
""^" '" '*-" >'^" T"^- i' -"" n aflood that washed away his natural reserve, the confes-

• me"H hf
''''"'''\^°' '"= obstinacy, the sorrow that had

amedJus anger, his yearning through weary months for

secutinn"'' r '

^'' '^""""'^^ "^ '^'' ^^^«'^^'= Per-secution scorn of scandalous rumors; his attempts to^mnmnicate with and fin<i her; all, down to h^s ob°scrvation cl her liking for Carruthers, fimshing: 'Th^ttgh
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all, my every thought has been of you. But now—I see
It was a mistake, our marriage. It was wrong to
couple roughness with refinement. So if you wish—

"

Her face was now buried in her arms, and he gently
touched the golden hair. "Last night I made up mymmd to bnng no more misery into your life. But now
. . . that I see you . . . it is difficult; ... but . if vou
wish—

"

•'

He got no further, for speech is impossible when a softhand stoppers one's mouth. And while he was thus
effectually gagged, she took a mean advantage: told him
just what she thought of him. Such a stupid' A bigman so very strong, but oh, so silly! Did he reallythmk that she—any girl—would have waited upon himm such circumstances unless— Here she had to release
his mouth to wipe away the streaming tears, and his ques-
tion came out like an explosion-

"What.?"
She told him. or, rather, conveyed the information

in the orthodox way with lovers. This takes time
and becoming suddenly alive to the fact that he wa^
sitting up in bed, she resumed her authority to make
him lie down. In view of his condition she was certainly
justified in using force to compel obedience; but was itnght was It proper for her, a nurse duly accredited
to the case, tc leave her arms about him? Well she
iid, and -scandalous predicament !—her golden headwas lying beside his on th. pillow when the door opened
lor tlie matron, Camithers, and the Head oc theirmorning rounds.

Weil— I deciar- Fime goings our
H.r.,a's faint cry of dismay wms drowned by the

nutrof, i hor-ned exclamatK«, but Carter rose to the
-ttati.o.

• Vliss Craig doaor -my wife." He could
not rnciad^ Carruthers. who retired precipitously, and
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matrimony which come ™,1 'J'
S^"^^^' objections to

tron almost screamed: 'T^S ™,°.''* "'^dhood, the ma-
you have waited till vou Cre LI '

'"'*"' ^"'d"'t
numster to bury you ^ I!!, T\ ^°" ^°"'<^"'t "^ed a
his answer.

^ '^"'^ ^^ tossed a high head at
"No, ma'am. We wprp ti,,.

two years ago.

"

^ "'^' 'mpatient we got married

't- And just look at tWs wl^
"^

n""''
^^''^ '^°^Sht

ward unswept, bed unmadr f, k'*°"' """""ds and
had your medicine^ iTsenH

"''* ^^''^'^er youVe
As for you, Mrs-Car^ r"'h^

""°^^" "-- at once
of the door_-you are "

^ ^ P^"^''' fl°«°«„g out

^eitdrnlling'tSl^fb'"; '" '^^ "^^ ^^--r in-
tion. -She was IS;"^;;:'"'-"

"<='- and destr".
orders." '^ «'"''"& treatment according to
How the matron stared' -t. ^Whose orders, pray ?•• Treatment f Orders '

"Mine."

A bit too long tz:lT'-7io:"' f^""'^
---"

'nistmess. "• 'Eloquently described her

'^{^'SrSrSrs^^rrr--^-
Path.es, and emotons shew,

*° ""'^^'"d sifjns, sym-
^>at she came to a fuil stop a' "th

"
t'"""'*^''''^'^

^^^
^ho stood, hands clinched l.ke 1

""^1' °' Carruthers,
the wall.

"''°' "«'E a naughty boy, face to
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THE SETTLER

"You poor man!" But though her tone was gentle
as her touch on his shoulder, he threw her hand fiercely

away and strode off uttering an unmistakable "damn."
"Another lunatic!" she tartly commented, and was

confirmed in that fl ,' "ring opinion when, instead of
pining in romantic ' ishion, he fell in lova again and
married a sweet giii L.ie following summer.

Left thus alone i:. the case, the head doctor nodded
his satisfaction at the patient's decided improvement,
while his further instructions were short as pleasant^
"Same treatment, continued at intervals."

These orders, be sure, were faithfully observed. In-
deed, he had scarcely passed out than—^but the next
hour is their's, intrusion would be impertinent. Suf-
ficient that its confidences left each possessed of the
other's every thought and feeling throughout their sep-
aration.

Her eyes dancing, she broke a happy silence to say:
"You were dreadfully transparent. Did you really
think I couldn't see through your misbehavior?" Then
she told of how Dorothy had confided to her his appeal
to Hart and efforts at self-improvement. "But," she
added, with a sigh that was almost plaintive, " I wouldn't
have cared."

Also she told him of her proud espionage upon him at
the general manager's dinner; in return for which she
learned how he had waited at the forks of his own trail

that winter's night—waited while liis ponies sliivered in

the bitter wind until he picked hers and Elinor Leslie's

voices from the groan of passing runners.
She remembered. "Oh, was that you? Why didn't

you come in?"

"I would—at least I think I would have," he cor-
rected, "if you'd been alone. By-the-way, I saw her
in Minneapolis the other day. She was taking an order
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from a fat Frenchman in a restaurant where Smythe and
I had turned in for dinner. Luckily her back was
turned, so we got out without her seeing me. But I

caught her profile and she looked dreadfully weak and
thin."

"A waitress?" Helen cried. "Oh, the poor thingi
Couldn't you have—" Pausing, she confirmed his wis-
dom. "No, it was be; ' cr she did not see you."

Silence fell between them, he thinking of the tempta-
tion in the warm gloaming, she busy with her own
memories. Helen's watch beat like a pulse in the quiet;
a house-fly rivalled the full boom of a bee as it battered
its head against the window-pane, a futile illustration of
Elinor Leslie's folly. Just so had she beaten at the in-
visible barriers that held her back from free passion.
Now she lay, poor soul, bruised and beaten like a dying
moth, wings singed by a single touch of the unholy
flame.

But sadness could not hold them. Smiling, Helen
suddenly relieved herself of the astonishing remark:
*' I am i<j glad you are ruined. Yes, I am." She nodded
firmly, misreading his comical surprise. "Now we can
go back to the farm—^just you and I—be ever so happy."
"Why?" He Hstened with huge enjoyment to her

explanation, then said, with mock concern, "It would
be fine, and I'm that sorry to disappoint you, but—who
said I was ruined?"

"Oh, everybody—the papers said this morning that—what is that funny name? Yes, Mr. Brass Bowels-
that he had bought up enough of your liabilities to snow
you under."

"They did, did they? Well—they have another
guess coming."

"Aren't you ruined?" she asked.

But though he laughed at her naive distress, tM te-
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fused to say more, laughingly assuring her that she
would not be long in suspense.

Nor had she long to wait. For as she was giving him
his medicine the following afternoon, he bobbed up under
her hand as though set on wire springs to the detriment
of the snowy quilt, which absorbed the dose.

"Listen!"

A whistle, deep-toned, fully two octaves below the
shrill hoot of the monopoly's locomotives, thrilled in the
distance. Drawing nearer, its vibrant bass gave the
entire city pause— clerks waited, pens poised for a
stroke; lawyers dropped their briefs; store - keepers,
laborers, mechanics, the very Indians in the camps by
the river, stood on gaze; motion ceased as at the voice
of the falked siren; a hush fell in the streets, a silence
complete as that of some enchanted city.

It carried consternation into the offices of the monop-
oly, that whistle. Sparks, the division superintendent,
dropped his pen and stared at his chief, who was giving
last orders for the demolition of Greer & Smythe before
he went back East. The latter's iron nerve, however,
vouchsafed only a breathing space to surprise, then he
continued in the same dry tones: "Previous instruc-
tions are hereby cancelled. That's an American whistle.
Sparks—Jem Ball for a thousand. They've won out;
it's all over but the shouting." And as eager tumult
broke loose in the street, he added, "And there it goes."
The shouting ? They poured into the streets—doctors,

lawyers, clerks, laborers; carpenters jumped from new
buildings, plumbers left their braziers burning while they
swelled the stream that poured out to see the first train,
an engine with Pullman and palace-car, pull in over the
new line.

Shout ? They did—and more. Your canny Canadian
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is the deil at celebrating when his backslidings carry him
that way, and next morning many a worthy citizen
sweafod m thinking back to the cause of his headache
Ay. good church-members lugged flasks of old Scotch
from blameless -appearing pockets; the carpenter ex-
changed news and drams with the millionaire. The
N. P. had bought the new road! No, only leased it'
No! no! they were merely to finance the enterprise
market its bonds in return for reciprocal traffic arrange-
ments! There were other theories, all spun rouui a germ
of truth, but thence to the source.
As the siren sounded the second time. Carter looked

at Bender, who sat opposite Helen, having dropped in
for a chat, and his remark carries back to the strike"Now you know why we went to Mmneapolis. What
does It all mean ?'• His face lit up as he turned to Helen.
"It means cars, locomotives, rolling-stock; the use of
N. P. equipment till we can instal our own. That we
can rebuild the burned bridges this fall, and shove a
temporary line through to Silver Crock and the camps
in the Riding Mountains. It means that the Red
River Valley will send its wheat south to Duluth this
fall. It means—victory for us, competition for the
province."

That was his hour, but Helen shared it even when
Greer and Smythc ushered in the American railway
king. Twin to the general manager in massive build
and strength of feature, he had come from a softer mould.
His eyes, mouth were gentler, more pleasant. In him
the high, sloping forehead—mark of the dreamer—was
qualified by the strong jaw, wide-spaced eyes of the man
of practical affairs. A glance told that here imagina-
tion and constructive power went hand in hand. Fun
rippled and ran over innumerable fine facial lines, and he
laughed out loud when Helen made to withdraw, assuring
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her that their convereation would not tax her sex's sup-
posed weakness in the matter of secrets as they were not
to talk business.

"We think too much of this man to bother him with
detaiU," he said. "These gentlemen have attended to
everything, and all we require is his signature to a few
papers. Celebrations won't be in order till he's well
enough to run down to St. Paul. Then—well, you'd
better not let him come alone." So, talking and laugh-
ing for a pleasant half-hour, he gave off his superabun-
dant energy until the ward was charged, then went away
leaving the patient stimulated to the verge of open
mutiny.

" I'm as well as you." He defied the Head to his face
that evening. "Send up my clothes."
"In two weeks, if you are good I" the Head calmly

answered.

"Two weeks? I'll be head over heels in work by
then, and there is something I want to do first. I'll be
out of here in one." And, albeit a trifle chalky as to
complexion and wobbly of knee, he was. On the last
day

—

But first the record of that week ; and as Bender's bulk
overshadows all else, behold him, mid-week, hobbling into
the ward with Jenny trailing behind like a kitten in the
wake of the family house dog.

"Mre. Bender, if you please," he corrected Carter,
chuckling; and for once he permitted some one else to
do the blushing. Wherein he showed great taste, as
she did it right prettily, exhibiting, moreover, a much
superior article.

Next day, Dorothy, becomingly mortified because
the good news had c<»me to her through her father out of
Smythe. "To hear of it in such a rotmdabout way!"
she declared. "You little traitor! and when I think of
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yow speculations about his wife! Positively I had re-solved never to forgive you, but-" Kisses, of course

Ihereafter. Brady, Big Hans, Carrots Smith-all more

t^ Z!Tu^tl
^""^

T''"« ^^"°"' breakage^-ostensibly
to see the boss, really to take a look at his pretty wifewhom, they decided, shamed the specifications

wl^'°; f eveiybodi'. astonishment -indeed, theHead shadowed the man along the conidor as thoughhe were an anarchist with a bomb in his pocket-

••Tm "^ '^TJr' *'"^''' ^*^«l-li'^«. yet t^kling.
Trounced us, didn't you?" he laughed. "Well onenever can tell when one has made an end. Competition ?

Perhaps, for a while; but wait till Jem Ball and I get a
bellyful of fighting. However, by that time you'll beweU cured of your desires for the pubUc weal and beready to listen to reason. Oh yes, you will! We all
take em hke chicken-pox or measles, but they are not
fatal—unless you get 'em late in Ufa. I feel so sure of
your eventual recovery that I just dropped in to bury
the hatchet. Fifty years won't see the finish of our
plans, and whenever you feel a yearning for fresh enter-
prises, just look me up."
Therewith the gray cynic hurried away to plan and

scheme, upbuild, tear down, without slack or satiety of
enormous constructive appetite; to live in travail greater
tnan the labor of woman, and give birth ceaselessly to
innumerable works; to inundate the plains with seas of
wheat and carry bread to Europe's teeming milUons; to
sow towns, villages, cities broadcast over the north,
make farms for countless thousands; to join Occident
and Orient wth gleaming rails, clipper ships, to do evil
consciously all his days and work unconscious good
crushing the individual for the weal of the race, and
canng nothing for either; to live feared and die respected
leaving the world bigger and better than he found it.
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Lastly, the cook, just down from the camp with news
of Michigan Red. Flying in front of the fire, the black
stallion had come in with the rat-tailed mare to be shot
as a murderer after the Cree had tracked down the Thing
that had been his master; and so, if there be aught in
Cree mythology, the soul of the fierce brute would fight
It out once more with the fiercer man in the place of the
teamsters.

While beguiUng the tedium, these tales and conversa-
tions failed to exclude from Carter's ear a distant ham-
mering that attended the building of his station and
freight-sheds. Also he could hear the hoarse coughing of
locomotives going up and down his Une. And as the
materta medtca contains no tonics like happiness and
success small wonder that, as aforesaid, he demanded
nis clothes at the end of the week.
"Once you get hold of a fellow you are never satisfied

till you have gone all through his clock-work," he repUed
to the Head s objections. "But though I sympathize
with your industry, you'll have to wait for another go
at mine. They are nteded in my business."
First—Helen with him, of cofrse—he directed his

steps, or rather the wheels of a hack, to the new station
where the ring of saws, hammering, noise and bustle of
work acted upon him like the draught of the elixir of
hfe, bringing color to his cheeks, stiflness to his knees
sparkle to his eyes. Thence they drove for a conference
to Greer & Smythe's; whereafter nothing would suit
him but a long drive out to the prairies. It was a
strenuous beginning, but fresh air and sunshine are ever
potent. He gained color and strength under her anxious
eyes

;
seemed fresher when he dropped her at Jean Glaves's

house that evening than in the morning.
Throughout the happy day they had lived in the

present. But though he had made no plan for the
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[^tZ;f1^^^'""*"?' ^"^ ^^' ^^'^ ^^ "P '^th flashing
intuition when he said good-night

This was the "something he wanted to do."
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XXXII

THB TRAIL AGAIN

SKIPPING that long if happy night, peep with dawn
mto Helen s bedroom, and see her up and singine

small snatches of song that presently brought Jean
Glaves herself the earUest of birds, from bed to assist
at the toilet. Should she wear this, that, or the other?
There was the usual doubt which beset a young lady who
wishes to look her best for occasion; but the result
that went forth from big Jean's hug? A vision of
healthy beauty that drew tentative smiles from a brace
of drummers and attracted the stealthy regard of the en-
tire station when she finally broke, like a burst of s^.
light, on the platform. Continuing the figure, the smile
Its crowning asset, faded like the afterglow when her
anxious eyes refused her the tall familiar figure; andwhen the train pulled out without him, her disconsolate
expression filled the aforesaid drummers with manlv
longings towards consolation.

Unpunctual.? On such an occasion? And how silly
she would look at Lone Tree! Slightly offended at first
sne then grew alarmed. Perhaps he had suffered a
relapse, was ill. dying! Be sure that her terrors com-
passed the possible and impossible during an hour's
journey and not until she saw a man come dashing across
the tracks to the Lone Tree platform did she reaUze the
fulness of his mspiration. He had taken the freight out
the mght before! If thinner, paler, he was very like
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the young man who had come to meet her three years ago
There, also, was the lone poplar that had christened the
station; the ramshackle town with its clapboard hotels,
false-fronted stores, grain-sheds, sitting in the midst of
the plams that, flat and infinitely yellow, ran with the
tracks over a boundless horizon. Lastly, there was Nelsand his bleached grin, holding Death and the Devil
sleek, fat. and sinful as ever.

nit*"* "t'
!*'^P«,™d greeting helped to keep her in the

past. "Is this Miss Morrill?"
"Mn Carter. I believe.?" she had just time for the

^"^n^.''^'""'
^^^"^ **" ""'^ '=°«edy had to be laid

aside till they were alone on trai.. For the doctor camerunmng from his ofHce. the stor.^keeper plunged madly
across tracks. Hooper, the agent, yelled. "Well, I swani"
and jumped to shake hands, while from a grain -shed

m^ J'°™y G'aves. who hac' taken a Uft in with

Wasn't she glad to see them ? Yet a deeper happiness
enveloped her when looking back, she agL sawW
lli^ ;.H S" v" '", ^^^ '^''*^"'"' "^ g^^"-sheds lookinghke red Noah s arl^ on a yellow carpet; when she heard

riJt ?^ ^ u""^
''!™^'' J'^°S * °«=^ accompani-

wheels
'^ '^ *''*• ^hirri^g ^'ng ot swift

JlT^J^^ ^^^ ^^'^ '^"^ °"^'^°«- Though stiffmght frosts were now giving timely notice of winter's chill
approach, the clerk of the weather had made special
arrangements for a south wind; so it was warm L on

hrf. .u t:^-
^'^<^^'/n'°'^ls. scenery, too. all helped tobring the happy past forward to the happy present whileDeath and the Devil, those wicked onlZL^dtle^

ridTwh^ r"i ^°'*'''^'- ^""^ly ^''^ remembered thendge where her first coyote had caused her to cling toCarter, and earned a kiss by repetition of that shameful
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performance and faithful mimicry of his accent. "He
n^ntJ ! f''""^-"

I'"'n«diately thereafter theyplunged out from among scattered farms into the " DryLands, but its yellow miles, generally a penance flowedunnoticed under the buck-board. They'^ere b;", ^
I bluff!"!,? '"^^'"'y ^' ^^°''- 'hey rattled through

F.^W p °PPf °^'' ^^^ ^^^^ °f the valley uponFather Francis at the mission door
Nothing would suit but that they must dine with himwhile Loms. the half-breed stableman, fed andCtered

lnowl?."'-.w''*
'*
f" «°°^ P"^=''^ *^"kle expressed

wl ^v
^* ^"°*^'"'" °^ ^'' '^''y'' '"°'^' ^^ come tofruitage, h.s quiet converse brought no jarring rote intotheir communings. s ' "•<: mio

ti^,^^'T^^ n"';
^'«^" *«^° «* th« ford and con-

th?! , *^l^^;:''
^^""^^ '°"^d in great billows underthe wheels. The Cree chimneys. Indian graveyards

other well-remembered objects passed in pliant pn,:cession ere coming to Flynn's, he looked at her.
'^

Ashake of the head confirmed his doubt. Another time-So they swept on through vast, sun-washed spaces where
cattle wandered freely as the whispering ,Snds mider
flitting cloud-shadows, and so. about sundown, ca^e tothe^r own place with but a single interruption

Passing Danvers at their own forks, he grinned hisdel^ht as he ttmied out to let them by and sh^ted after

RanH Ij'^fd from Leslie! He's doing well on theRand! Sends regards to both of you!"
While that bit of good news was still r:iging in her

wa^L aLTf^'^l °"* """^^^ *>>« ^-«« °f th! orestwarm and bright under the setting sun. All was unchanged-the lake, stained just now a ruby rid Thegolden stubble fenced, in by dark, environing w^W^thm all was neat and clean as Nels's racial p^ioXrsoap and water could make it. So while he stabled the
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rather a superfluous' perfoirce a'fde'f^'I.^^PP^^
pleasure he took in looldngTn

"" ^^^ ^""^^

.cnet:ra?;SK ZS:^^^- r >'-ee„ his

at the copper moon thafTn ^ J^^^' ^""^ •°<"'ed

lake-wa^c'^edTbriS e5 ?l In
'''' '^'^ ^'='°^ "«>

harmonies of the nieht fh" ,° '''"'. ''''*'"^'l '<> the

tern's bass crv of » n- ! " ' ^^"'^ ^'t°- the bit-

choral. a'^^iM^? f^^J^'^^^^^,
-"-d^ owrs solemn

in a stave. Once a snuffl? w?, " ^^ ^"^'^ '^''^•"ed

he replied to h« s?art "nf^l^^^',"^'
'^"^'"'^ '"• ^"^

they were silent up to he nfoment",".^"^-"
°«-"^-

H^s?
^ettin, Jder.*'5SlV^ .^^'

^''^^""«-

the";:rs'1: S\iTr'r*?^^'"--^^^^ <>"* on

Just so had he Ifv^ked tw "! ""^ ^ave her pause,

-rble effig/o^ i2:ti^'?^£-;?,f^^^^^^^^^ -.^
qmvering about him like anTmanatio" ''"' '"°°"''S'>'

Are you coming, dear?" Pprt,=^= *u
tinged her tone. An^ay he snrill '^

^^^ "^^""y
and as she cameniST; Ufted h- '?''

^Tu"''*""'^^'^'
carried her in and doShfd1o,"'''''°''''^«'°"°<^:

wi?d"bfgrtJtrTwt '"''I'V'''
'^"^ *'«' «-th

At rudnUt the 4bin bor/H°"M '"°^ '''^ °>°''"-

veil of wWte.
^^'' '^'^''''y ^•'^"gh a bridal
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